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TO THE 
Moſt Reverend FATHER in GOD 


W ILLIAM- 


Lord ARCH-BISHOP of CANTEA BURY, 
Primate of all ENG LAND, and Metropolitan, 
And one of his MAJESTIES moſt Honourable 


PRIVY COUNCIL. 


Moſt Reverend, 

Ere 1 indeed a greater Maſter of 
Verſe, than the beſt of thoſe, 
whether of our own Country- 

Men, or Foreigners, whoſe ſeveral manners 1 

bave in the following ( ompoſitions, endeavoured 

to imitate, I durſt not yet preſume to make an 
humble Preſent of them to your Grace, un- 
leſs invited by the Sacredneſs of the maſt mble 

Argument. An Argument ſo Sacred (as to the 

greateſt part of the Subjefts, if not ſpoil'd by 

A 2 my 


The Epiſtle DEDICATORY. 


my unskilful handling ) that it muſt be ever +. 


acknowledged worthy your Grace ; and, be- ' 


(ide that the beſt and moſt refined Spirits of the 
Chriſtian Church have happily labour'd in them, 


. whoſe Deſion his late MAJESTY of ever 


Bleſſed Memory , was particularly pleaſed 
to Encourage and Promate. To atteſt this, 
were it either neceſſary, or pertinent, T might 
reckon up ſeveral Names , not unknown to 
your Grace, but ſhall, inſtead of all, con- 
tent my. ſelf with the generally approved Mr. 
George Sandy's, who firſt under ſo Excel- 
lent a Prince, opened the way to Divine Poeſy 
in this Nation, and gave it a more than or- 
dinary Credit ; from whoſe Hands, as not 
unbecoming His Royal Self, He vouch- 


ſafed to accept a, ſhort Parapbraſe upon the 
Canticles ; ot bob after the time that the 


Pious Sieur Godeau had with much ſucceſs | 
made a Dedication of the ſame Divine Song, © 
| under . 
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The Epiltle DEDICATORY. 
 ander the Title of Sacred Eclogues , with 
* ſome few other Religious Stanzas to the great 
© Cardinal Richelieu of France. | | 
For Honours ſake 1 here mention the Biſhop 
of Grafle, and Mr. Sandy's, and that there- 
by I may both Apologize for my ff, if 
there be need, and defend the beſt t'at I can 
againſt the moſt Cenſorious and Critical , the 
affixing your Graces Name, to the ſame 
Canticles, and a few other Engliſh Rimes . 
of which, for the performance , as being my 
own, tho T have no better opinion than T ought, 
or than the great Judges of Verſe in the Town 
© ſhall allow they deſerve ( it may be not ſo good ) 
yet if, asin t'e firſt place in this Dedication, 
* they are intended, they ſhall ſerve moſt bum- 
bly to expreſs my Duty without refleftion of 
Diſhonour upon your Grace, ant' be ſo re- 
ceived , I ſhall nor wiſh for my ſelf greater 
+ Credit, nor for them a better Recommenda- 
tion 
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The Epiſtle DEDICATORY. 
tion to ſuch as have any guſt for Chriſtian 
Poeſy. 

That God Almighty may have your Grace 
m his perpetual and moſt mercifull Proteftion, 
and long, very long continue you an invaluable 


Bleſ(mg to this his beſt of Churches , is the 
daily Prayer of 
Moſt Reverend, 
Your Graces moſt Humble, 
moſt Dutiful, and moſt 
Hartley Malduit, 
Hampſh, 1678. Obedient Son, 


Sam. Woodford. 


c 
, 


Upon a Paraphraſe of Salomon's Song, 
Done by bis Worthy Friend, 
Dr. Samuel Woodford. 


” x oy 
y Y Hilſt Thou with Sacred Rage inſpir' Jo 


The Myſtic Song of Songs, can Cold Age bri 
An On fit 2 Y without Fire, | — 
True Zeal to Verſe 2 Or can I tell by rote 
Thy Praiſes without meaſure due? Shall I 
Confound Thy Conſort then, or Modeſty 
Prophane in Print ? No, let me filent be 

A Monumental Foyl to *Poetry and Thee. 


Nicholas Stuart. Baronet. 
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ODE. 
To his Honoured Friend 
Dr, Woodford, 

On his Excellent Paraphraſe of | 
SALOMON'S SONG. 


g9 Eaſtern Spices, and rich Gums ſend ont 

In the warm Limbeck while they pant, 
A precious Vapour ſpreading all about, 
Which the cold Maſs did ſeem to want 3 

But urg'd with equal, heat it up do's riſe, 

The Adciye'Spirit now more nimbly flies, 
Aſcending Balm in Dew diiils, 

And far-extended Air with fragrant Eſſence hlls, 


An holy Fire, Woodford, in Thee has rais'd, 
Numbers ſo ſweet, ſo rich, and high, 
Methinks I ſee Thy cager Soul amaz'd, 
In its bleſt lyric Ecltaſy, 
Melting away in Stream of faireſt Verſc 3 
Which when to Mortal Ear Thou do'tt rehearſe, 
With purling Noiſe it ſeems to move, 
Ic s Muſic' Charms th' attending Ear, the Soul it's Love. 


Hail bleſſed Flame, that did'ſi ſuch Verſe inſpire! 
And to an humble Heart diſpenſe, 
From the chalt Touch of an Harmonious Lyre, 
Such Angel ſounds, ſuch Myſtic ſenſe ; 

of High 


Þ. 


l 
: High God of Love's Love unto Man he ſings 
!The Spouſes choiceſt Beauties are the Kings: 
* Whopour'd his Blood, here ſweetly pours 
His Soul out to his Spouſe in theſe Divine Amonrs. 


Immortal Love ! Cement of this huge Frame, 
Deareſt Firſt-born of the Mind, 
Who wer't become Impure Romance, a Name, 
Thee undebauch'd where could we find ? 

Yet art indeed wiſe Natures beauteous Child, 
Till with the Bodies fouler ſteam dehild 3 
Here rais'd to Soul and Myſtery, 

All pure, all holy thou art agen, Love Traveſtie. 


Wilſeſt of Kings and Men, was there ſent down 


A double Poxtion of Thy Rage ? 
And Heavenly Laurel this chaſt Brow to Crown ? 


Greater than Men and Kings did engage, 
Thee, happy Wordford, tothis lofty Song 3 
; Touch't trom his Altar with a Coal thy Tongue ; 


> Thenwe, and no prophane Thought neer, 
: May ſay a greater too than Salomon is Here. 


W. Croune, M. D. 
Fellow of the Colledg. 


To 


To my dear Old Friend, the Reverend 
Dr. Samuel Woodford, 
On bis Sacred Rimes, 


T. 


E LL! fince it muſt beſo, G let it be, 
For what do Reſolutions ſignifi, 
When we are urg'dto Write by Deſtiny ? 


Il 
i 


Thad Refolvy'd, nay, and I almoſt Swore, 
My Bed-rid Mnfe ſhould walk abroad no more : 
Alas! *tis more than time that I give o're: 


III 
In the Receſſes of a private Breſt, 
I thought to entertain your Charming Gueſt, 
And never to have boaſted of my Feaſt; 


I'V. 


But ſee ( my Friend ) when through the World you gy, 
My Lacquy-Verſe mult ſhadow-like purſue, 
Thin, and Obſcure, to make a Foil for you. 


V. *Tis 


v, 


V. 


Tis true, you cannot need my feeble Praiſe, 


A laſting Monument to your Name to Raiſe, 
Well-known in Heav'n by your Angelique? Layes. 


VI. 


There, in indelible Charafters They arc writ, 
Where no pretended Heights will cafie fit, 
But thoſe of Serious, Conſecrated Wit. 


VIL 
By immaterial defecated Love, 
Your Soul it's Heavenly Origin doe's approve, 
And in leaſt dangerous Raptures ſoar's above. 
VIIL 
How could I wiſh ( Dear Friend!) unfaid agen 
(-For once I rank'd my ſelf with Tuneful Men ) 
Whatever dropt from my unhallowed Pen ! 
I'x, 
The trifling Rage of Youthful heat, once paſt, 
Who is not troubled for his Wit miſplac'd' 
All pleaſant Follies breed regret at laſt. 


X. 


. While Reverend Dor's, and noble Herbert's Flame, 


A glorious Immortality ſhall claim, 
In the moſt durable Records of Fame. 


XI. Our 


XI, 


Our Modiſh Rimes, like Culinary Fire, 
uUncuous and Earthy, ſhall in Smoke expire 3 j 
In odorous Clouds your Incenſe ſhall aſpire. 


_ XII. 
Let th' Pagan-World your Pious Verſe defy — 


Yet ſhall they envy, when they come to Die, 
Your Wiſer ProjeQts on Eternity. 


Thomas Flatman 


The Reader is deſired to Correft the following 
Errata, which only ſeem more than ordinary 
by the diſtinQion of ſeveral Columns, diſpo- 
ſed ſo for his greater eaſe. 


In the Preface. 


IM 


Page, Line. For | Read. 
4 19 {Latins, by both|Larines, or by both, 
13 23 [fSme&tymguus|-ge/ff Sme uus. 
Ig 10 {bothwhich wirk borh with Rhythms, 
18 |- prece that |s prece ( ſprakimy only of 
it 4s 4 Poem, but not defend. 
mg either the Dodtrine im all 
on places, or ſeveral to — _ 
| img Extrayagances) that {4 
14 [ought ro give he Fi to give. | 
26 23 ind whereas injand where, as 1n. | 
29 5 of yet which which yer. 
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In the Canticles. 


3 12 'unhapyy unhappy. 
C 18 25, 26 wnſleſpr nflerchr. 
19 26 be ſpent (p ent, 
Inthe [Tirtle add ſcuſt ÞI rASIS. 
21 7 glim leame. 
24 20 will remember [well remember. 
26 \[athe Tit. CATASCASIS|DESIDERI UM. 7 
2 17 "4 $7438, 
I5 n fo, 
- 17 mp with, 
3s 4 whoſe where 
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Page. | Line. | For Read. 
13 |the we. 
- 4 P by the 
5 |the his, 
40 iz BELOVEDIBEHOLD. 
45 5 \TIwinroſe Twin-Roes. 
61 18 [whoſe Name whoſe ſacred Name, 
97 25 |But | B 
107 i9 [if ere lfon. 
los 27 Divorce next | Cauſleſs Drvores ntat. 
In the Rimes. 
16 ulr, | Land Land;, 
21 3 | flight -wingd | fight wingd. 
22 15 | unheard wnhard, 
23 23 Land hand, 
28 6 and end an end. 
l 2 His praycr T1: ptaycr. 
- 4 Land ha. : 
35 28 to ſell to Hell, 
37 Is Sun gon, 
41 28 the Court her Court, 
$3 3 baymg having. 
55 2 |= lo nor fo. 
59 3 the Feſſaan | Feſſer. 
60 4 tr approve | to approve. 
61 6 blot our be full, which is twice repeated, 
62 25 perverted prevented. 
63 28 will which. 
64 z which Ah! 
70 8 bere bear, 
74 14 who whom. 
Il blot out and | once, 
77 39 | awful which | which the Sc with awſl, 
79 18 | Temple Tempe. 
89 19 | As life { 4+ life, 
[In Tixulo| Ana Hymn | 4% Hymn. 
94 5 Sor $9, 
95 6 wrath Wreath. 
98 7 pleads Ler4 | Pleads hard, 
ICI 9g ie Riſe 
I03 20 | appornted A pointed, 
105 18 | rheſe fruits theſe truirs, 
1096 25 |! ky (cot 115 foot, at the bottom 1657 


Page, 


Page, | Line. For 
10 25 om when 
I it 23 | of blood 
I13 18 enclin'd 
116 7 Terrace 
118 6 needs 
119 232 As us 
120 22 brake 
123 24 _ m_ 
124 25 to be 
126 In the ; add 
I27 Marg» | blot our 
_ 16 | Wondrer 
31 | reſents 
129 ; _ what (o 
130 23 | many come 
136 9 | but you ſelf 
, lo | made'ft 
37 11 | didf 
I41 22 | hs foot ſteps 
143 7 | ts breaſt 
I 4 thy ſupplies 
= 19 rr Ar him 
45 24 well vow'd 
146 6 | hastold 
150 18 | well hew'd 
I55 9 The Joys 
12 ng 
I59 8 | And form 
I61 I A'll thou 
164 15 | Burgers 
170 I3 | Approach 
4 | ancienter there 
171 I7 = _ 
2 try” 
17% 21 | Ambitions 
93 | =» 1 fe 


break. 
others would. 
That to be lite her, 
Out of Spaniſh, 
Our of Spaniſh; 
Wanderer. | 
es. 

what”; (o. 
Hand, 
may come, 
but yowr ſelf. 
made, 
did. 
her foot ſteps, 
hs brealt. 
mom FN. 

upplics. 

Who wſb him, 
well Row'd. 
haſt told. 
well chen'd, 
Thy Joys. 
her Sons. 
And form'd, 
AS t . 
Burger: 
Approachx. 
ancienter there weye,) 
have here, 
haft try'd, 
Ambitions, 


| know, 


Beſides other falſe pointings and omiſſions of the Marks of Sy. 
nzreſis and Abbreviations, which the Reader is further de. 
fired to argend, with ſome few literal faults, 


The Preface. 


AVING ſome Years fnce, Lefore my 
Admiſſion into Holy Orders, in my 
Preface to the Paraphraſe upon the 

: Palms , diſcoursd at large concerning 

Lhriſtian Poeſy, without reſunting that SubjeF, or © 

proſecuting it any furtker, 1 ſhall kere do very little 

Fore than give the Reader air account of the follows 

ne Papers. 

| Being therefore very often ſolicited to Print, 

hat I had by me in Verſe, or, if not all, ſuch 
hythms at leaſt; as I thought moſt proper to my 

eſent condition,amongſt a great many more, I with 
ifficulty, and but very late reſolved upon thoſe, which 

now herewith Publiſhed, The Song of Salo- 
on, cr the Canticles; and other Hymns; diredly 

id down in Holy Scripture, with ſome few Compo- 

tions more, whoſe Argument, as to the greateſt part 

them, is either thence taker, or thither way be 

err d. 

43 As forthe Canticles, which tho almoſt laſt one, 

put 3n the firſt place : I was a long while deter- 

Fed from attempting its Ver{ion, or Paraphraſe ra- 

#her; tho often provoked, I often, and with infinite 

b de'tre 
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The Preface. | 
defere thought of it, by the ſublimeneſi of the Subjett, 
Er that little Ach Anc bn onb my ſel "8 
T ingenuonſly confeſs, but this, and the preceding * 
Ages,1 fear, for many Centuries back, have had with 
the | erm Poeſy 5 whoſe manner of Wit ſeems ti © 
be altogether different* from ours, and not to be. 
brought under thoſe Laws, which the Greek and 
Latine, and the Modern from them have aſſigned 
Verſe. For their Metaphors, as appears in om 
Proſaic Verſions, and eſpecially upon Collation to © 
any who are but reaſonably skill'd in the Orienta 
Languages, are extremely bold, their Compariſons, 
— and Sintilitudes ſuch, as we on this ſide of 
the World can hardly admit as decent, if at all pro-' 
portionable;, and their Tranſitions , with frequent 
ſhifting of Perſons ſo Stiveg,uEnus, (for I canna® 
well expreſs it in Engliſh, with ſuch large and ſcar. 
accountable Breaches ) that there lacks a great nuns 
ber of words to be inſerted between *Period and Pe 
riod, to render the Coherence tolerable. The na 
throughly conſudering this ( which yet poſſubly nrigh 
be auvided, on it may Akon = Mp h beta 
if every Sentence were reduced to its proper plac 
and ſtation, and that there had not been pe ry in 
tranſcribing the Original Copies ( as ſome thinkthen: 
have ) has been one occaſion in my Opinion, tha 
of all the Verſions I have met with ( either in Gree\ 
or Latine, or our own Engliſh, and otker the Ms 
dern Languages of the beſt eſteem) of the Song 
by me here *Paraphras'd, and particularly of th 
Can 
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The Preface. 


Canticles, very few are to be reckoned Verſe, fur- 
ther than the Charaer of Number, and Cadence 
reaches, and fewer yet tolerable * Poetry : Bare Tran- 


' ations for the gry part, but made more uneaſie 


to be read, and much more perplext, «s tothe Senſe, 
by the Tortures they have been put to for the Verſe, 
or Rhythms-ſake. Among the ſeveral other Papers 
that we have loſt of the Excelſent and Divine Spen- 
ſer, one of the happieſt *Poets that this Nation ever 
bred, (and out of it the World, it mtay be (all 
things conlidered) had nit his Fellow, excepting 
only ſuch as were immediately Inſpired) I bewail 
nothing me-thinks ſo much, as his Verſion of the 
Canticles. For donbtleſs, in my poor Fudgment, 
never was Man better made for ſuch a Work , and 
the Song it ſelf ſo diredly ſuited, with his Genius, 
and manner of Poetry ( that 1 mean, wherein he 
beſt ſhews and even excels himſelf, His Shepherds 
Kalender,ard other occaſjonal Poents.for I cannot yet 
ſay the ſame dire@ly for his Faery Queen deſign'd 
for an Heroic Poem ) that it could not but from him 
receive the laſt Perfe@ion, whereof it was capable out 
of its Original. Others, as I hinted be fore, have ſence 
attempted it, and in Engliſh my ſelf now among the 
reſt, but how ſucceſsfully we muſt all leave both to thoſe 
who have kill to judg, and to thoſe who have not to 
cenſure,and ſit down having pleaſed our ſelves, (if jet 
our ſelves are pleaſed) as contented under therr Don! 
as we can; for ſince we will be Rhythming, and 
Printing too forſooth, I know no other remedy. - 

b 2 2ſt 
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The Prefacc, 


zmſt confeſs it is a Song above the flight of Mortal 
Wit, and has been ever lookt upon by the Sober and 
eligious, as the moſt Noble, tho moſt Myſterious, 
and difficult part of the Old Teſtament. There are 
I know, ( but theyare but ſome few I hope) in this, 
and others there have been, in the laſt Age, who, tho 
elſe very Learned, and it is tobe charitably ſuppoſed 
truly Pious, without juſt cauſe have gone about to 
queſtion whether it ever intended any more than it 
expreſſed, as to the Letter, and by debaſmng it to 
that, which it ſeemed moſt to ſound, Humane Love, 
to call it no worſe, have in(1muated at leaſt, ( becauſe 
Theocritus, and ſoxre other of the Ancient Greek 
and Latine Poets, have a few like Phraſes in their 
amorous Compoſitions , either hence firſt taken, as 
the moſt ancient Original in the kind, and not u- 
known, as may be conjefured, to the Greeks by the 
Tranſlation of the LXXII, and by them Communi- 
cated to the Latincs,* by both light upon by chance) 
that it is unworthy the place where it ſtands; con- 
trary to the opinion of the Jewilh Church, which al- 
ways had and ſtill has, antiquated, and broken as 
it is, - it the greateſt Reverence reputed it 
through all Ages uncontrovertedly Canonical, of 
Senſe purely, and only Myſtical, and thereupon pro- 
claimed Salomon, ihe inſpired Author, to be the 
oſt Spirituous and Heaverly Interpreter of their 
Law: And contrary alſo to or JO of the 
Criſtian Church, which from our Lord's time down- 
ward (and in the beginning of the Seventh Century, 
if 


The Prefice, 


if not in the latter end of the Sixt, Gregory the 
Great, piouſly Commented upon it) has trodden in 
the ſame ſteps, enlarging only, as I may ſay, the 
Lines of Communication, and transferring to the 
Aſſembly of the Faithful, under the (roſpel, what 
the Jews confined to the Synagogue : Should we un- 
derſtand it only, or even chiefly, if at all according 
to the Letter, terminating our Conceptions in the 
bare words, it might tery eahly become the occaſion 
of Scandal to the unwary Reader; nay, without 
doubt had been ſo to the Jews themſelves, at its firſt 
appearance 3, the ſeverity of that Nation not allow- 
ing in the Female Sex, we may be aſſured, ſuch 
open demonſtrations of Love, as are more than once 
there expreſſed. And this poſſubly nright be one rea- 
fon, amongſt many other to be urged fron the Pro- 
penſity, which is in Touth eſpecially, to that paiſion, 
too apt from the leaſt ſpark to take fire, that this 
Book, together with the three firſt Chapters of Ge- 
nefis, and the beginning, and end of the Prophecy 
of Ezekiel, from the Fortieth Chapter , was only 
permitted them to read, who had arrived to the S$4- 
cerdotal Age, as St. Jerom notes in his Prologue to 
that Prophet, that is, the Thirtieth Year, in whone 
Youthful Heats, by that time, were thought to be 
ſomewhat allayed, and who thereupon would not be 
in ſo great danger to pervert the Divine Text to im- 
pare, and wanton Imaginations, Whether Salo- 
mon at firſt compoſed it to repreſent his own Loves, 
and as an Epithalaminzz upon his Marriages with 


b. 3 Pha- 


The Preface. 


Pharaoh's D.wgkter, and the Sulamite, one or both, 
F leave to others to diſpute 5, tho for my part, gueſ- 
(ing, as we can but gueſs at the time of thoſe Mar- 
riages, and the penning this Divine Song, I think 
ke only took occalon thence, as from a thing long 
before done ( if from thence he tock any occaſion at 
all”) to gize is Muſe, as I may call it, an higher 
flight, and under the terms of the Spouſe and her 
Beloved, of which latter kimſelf in his own Perſon 
was to be the Type (the Spouſe, whether a Stranger of 
Egypt, Syzbelical of the Gentiles to be called, or of 
Jewiſh Parentage,Typical of the Seed of Abraham to 
(ng the greateſt loves this World cre knew,and which 
ſhall be our employment through all Eternity 10 ad- 
mire, The Divine Love to whole Mankind bot 
Jew and Gentile, ( theſe fo call'd, and thoſe in- 
wited under the *Perſon of the Sulamite to return) 
expreſſed in the Incarnation of the Son of God 
( who of two has made One, breaking down the Wal 
of Partition) and continued through all the Circum- 
ſtances,and the very manner of his Appearance in om 
Fleſh, in order to our Salvation. Some hereby would 
have the Glories ard Prerogativces ofthe Jewiſh State 
both Cizil,and Ecclehaſtical, and even of their Coun 
try under Salomon's auſpicious Rejen,to be (ignified 
rr.aer the Similitude of a beautiful Virgin juſt mar 
riageable, and the ratker becauſe of thoſe "eſem- 
blances taken front Places, which if attributed to th 
Female Sex, as according to the Letter they ſound, 
ard our kind of Wit, as it is called, are ſo hard, in 
their opinions ſo uncooth, ſliff,and unuſual,that other 
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The Preface. 


) wiſe they cannot be forced, as T ſaid inthe beginning, 
into any tolerable, and proportionable decence. Tet 
even thoſe, who thus judg of the Letter, reduce the 
whole according to the Allegory, to Chriſt and his 
Church, and the ſacred Members of it joyntly, and 
ſeverally. Be the immediate occaſion therefore 0 
its writing what it may, the Jews are very a= 
as they have been from the beginning, to have it 
meant of their Synagogue only, the Modern among 

« our ſelves, of the Chriſtian Church, excluſrue whol- 
by of the Jews, and both ſo dreſs it up with Alle- 
gories ( for ſcarce will they permit a Word, or S\yl- 
lable, to be ſure not a Deſcription of the Time, or 
Place, &c. to fs without half a ſcore at leaſt ) that 
according to the Poet, | | 
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Without therefore determining its Senſe Myſtical 
direFly to this, or that, whether private, or more 
communicative Interpretation, I have in my Para- 
phraſe left it, at leaſt endeavoured to leare it, as I 
found it, and even in thoſe places, where I have ta- 
ken the greateſt Liberty, have not gone far ſrom the 

* literal Sence, not at all from that, which approached 
neareſt it, in the Fudgment of the moſt ſober Cont- 
mentators. Such an one 1 look upon the learned 
Jo. Mercerus to be, whom, when I found it neceſ- 
fary to conſult the Opinions of others, I chiefly fol- 
lowed, and by whoſe pious and elaborate Annota- 
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The Preface. 
tions, if any ſhall take the pains to compare my Pa- 
raphrale (the miſtakes of the Printer being amend- 
ed, which are in ſome place through my abſence du- 
ring the whole Impreſſion very groſs ) the greateſt 
difficulties of Senſe, or Expreſſuns, may very eaſily 
bg reſolved. He will moreover find upon Exanina- 
tion, that if ke be content ſoberly to Allegorize, 1 
have left kim as much ſcope to exerciſe his Religious 
Invention that way, (tho it were to be wiſht that [n- 
vention had not prevail'd too nmch with otherwiſe 
Grave and Religious Expoſitors ) as he can well de- 

re, and have only debarr d him an indeterminate, 
and. almoſt infinite Extravagance. ELF 

The Rhythms 'Þ have purpoſely deſygn'd various, 
net going always in the ſame Trad, leſt inſtead of 
railing the devout Souls Meditations, I ſhould clap 
Weights on them and create in him a loathing of 
the moſt exquiſite Delicacies, by the ſame one kind 
of ill dreſſmg. A meer Verbal Tranſlation, with 
ſome Rexvy Cadences only, T have ſtudionſly avoided, 
becauſe I would net incur the ſame Fault, which fre- 
quently, whether juſtly or no, I ſubmit to my Judges 
to decide, I am too apt to blame in others 5 and, 
where ever occal0n was offered, have enlarged upon 
an Hint given, or Deſcription, as they fell in my 
way, further it may be than will be ordinarily al- 
lowed me 5 defending my ſelf all along by the Ana- 

logie of Faith, Decence, and Proportion, which 1 
kave endeavoured to retain. In two or three places 

[ have ujed a kind of Meaſure, which may poſſibly 
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feem to thoſe, who either take not time to judg of the 


* > occaſion, or will not allow it, too light for the ſubjet? 
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in hand, becauſe leſs uſual; tho I only follow therein the 
Greek and Latine Poets, whoſe metrical Foot con- 
ſiſted not always of DiſſyHables, by Sponde, Troche, 
"or Tambic, as ours, the French, Spaniſh, ard Ita- 
lian, correly does, but mn —_— of Triſjyl- 
lables, and ſometimes of four Syllables intermixt, of 
various and enterchanged quantities, as is ſeen eſpe- 
cially in the Drama, e, and Epode, and the 
kinds of Verſe wherein they are treated 5 tho no 
kind of Verſe amongſt ther is without the intermix- 
ture of a ſeveral ſort of Foot, and the moſt ordi- 
nary, the Hexameter, as it is call'd, tho it is the 
greateſt, and the moſt majeſtic, has the DaCtyl and 
Sponde, that is the Diſyllable of two long, and the 


 Triffyllable, of a long and two ſhort ſo neceſſary, 


that without both the Verſe and Muſic cannot fab 
get was never thence accuſed of Levity. If it be 
anſwered, that we in the Modern Lanenages have 
Rhythm, or a coincidence of Sound in a (ingle Ter- 
mination, to compenſate for the diſuſe, (rather than 
want ) of the Triſſyllable Foot; I think this is not 
always ſufficient, and the Criticks in Verſe are too 
ſevere, who would thus altogether reſtrain, and bind 
up us Rhythmers, damning the Triſſyllable Foot, 
and cadence of Sound in the two laſt Syllables tothe 
Burleſque only, as the principal of its Charaters 
tho why it ſhould be ſo, if the Matter be otherwiſe 
noble, and becoming, for my part I ſee no great vea- 

| ſor. 
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fon, nor why the number of a Verſe ſhould be eſtce- 


med light, and wanton, for an allowable variety only, © 
when the Subject (o requires, if the Language be ca- 
pable of it, as it muſt be on all hands confeſt the © 
Engliſh i. The Greek and Latine Poets, as | 


ſaid, admitted as the great Chara&er of Verſe, and 


its numerouſneſs, this Variety both becauſe their 
Language naturally required it, and becauſe they 
were perfe# ſtrangers to Rhythm, (the Greeks al- 
ways, till grown perfeftly Barbarous, and the Latines 
till after the Irruption of the Goths and Vandals, 
their Language became confined to the Cloyſter, and 
durſt nct appear walking delicately in Verſe, but 
with that chain of Servitude, its Conquerors had 
thrown upon it), Our Language a Medly of all 
the Barbarous Tongues, into which the noble Roman 
was humbled , but partaking moſt of that which 
moſt humbled it,. beſide roughneſſes of its own, has 
notwithſtanding been ſo refin'd ( as we flatter our 
ſelves ) that it will bear Foct, and Quantity, 4 
the Greek and Latine did, but that Rhythm has 
In 4 manner ſo thruſt them out, that contenting, 01 
rather valuing it ſelf (for the greatneſs of Senſe and 
Conceipt whereof, it is indeed capable, equal with any 
of the now living, or long ſince dead Languages that 
are, or in any Age were ſpoken in the World, ) upon 
the Diſſyllable Foot, whether it be Sponde, or Tro- 
che, but chiefly Tambic, inſtead of all other Quan- 
tities, it thinks it ſelf in ſingle Cadence, a greater 
Prince of Verſe, than either Rome or Athens ever 
were in all their admired Variety : And indeed a- 
| | bat ing 
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6. bating this, as the Laws of Verſe now ſtand with as, 
tho we have Quantity, yet ſo uncertain is it in the 
ſame Syllable, and ſo eaſie to be made, and uſed long 
"or ſhort, (except in words of more Syllables than 
two, tranſlated from another Language, and ſome 
few Diſſyllables in our own, which are ſo unalte- 4 
rable as to their Quantity, that they either cannot 
change it without alteration of their ſenſe, or can- 
not be uſed in Verſe but in ſuch certain places accord- 
ing to their Proportion and Accent ) and ſo great is 
' the number of Monoſyllables, which may be either 
long or ſhort, as to their uſe, what ever they are as 
to their nature, and by pohtion, that making our 
Metrical Foot to conſiſt, #s we moſily do, but of two 
Sylables, it is very hard in Engliſh, to compoſe a 
Period, but part of it, whether we will or no, ſhal\ 
as to the number be Verſe. Tho therefore Blank 
Verſe,as we call it that is number Metrical (as they 
would have it ) without Rhythm,conſidering the natu- 
ral fitneſs, and cuſtomary tendence of our Language, 
may do excellently in the Drama, becauſe it comes 
neareſt the ordinary way of Speech, wherein the 
Interloqutors are ſuppoſed to converſe (and indeed 
to uſe Rhythm, or chiming Cadence there, to me 
ſeems at leaſt impertinent, if not at beſt forced, and 
a ſtrain beyond decence, ſuch as has nothing of the 
Veriſimile i: it ) yet in an Epick Poem, to mention 
10 other, I know not how with us it can be well main- 
taind. For it wants the proper and particular 
Charader, which we aſſign Verſe, Rhythm I mean, 


and 
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and were it written as Proſe uſually is, in its juſt 
Periods, would both be read, and be, as indeed it 
is, no other than Poetical Proſe ;, that is, Maſculine 
Proſe, dreſt up like Hercules by Omphale, is: th: 
attire of one of her Women, but whoſe Shape and 
Warlike Limbs, could not be concealed by the dif- 
guiſe, Take an Inſtance of it from that moſt excel. 
lent, and divinely flowing Speech of our firſt Mo- 
ther, in the fourth Book of Mr. Miltons Paradiſe 
Loſt, than which neither himſelf ever ſaid any thing 
ſofter, and more Poetical, nor can almoſt be ina- 
gin'd to be ſaid of Man. 

\ «To whom thus Eze replyd; O Thou 
« for whom, and from whom I was form'd, 
< Fleſh of thy Fleſh, e&&c.— That Day oft re- 
« member, when from ſleep I firſt awak't, and 
< found my ſelf repos'd under a Shade, on Flow- 
«ers, much wondring where, and what I was, 
* whence thither brought, and how. Not di- 
< ſtant far from thence, a murmuring ſound of 
* Waters iſſu'd from a Cave, and ſpread into a 
< liquid Plain, then ſtood unmoved, pure as the 
* Expanſe of Heaven. TI thither went, with un- 
* experienc'd thought, and laid me down on 
* the Green Bank, to look into the cleer ſmooth 
« Lake, that to me ſeem'd another Skie. As I 
« bent down to look, juſt oppoſite a Shape with- 
* 1n the watry Gleam appear'd, bending to look 
« on me. 1 ſtarted back, it ſtarted back, but 
* pleasd T ſoon return'd, pleasd it return'd as 

| «ſoon, 
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. * ſoon, with anſwering looks of Sympathy and 


& Love. There I had fixt mine Eyes till now,and 
« pine'd with vain deſire, had not a Voice thus 
& warn'd me, What thou fſeeſt, what there thou 
« ſeeſt, Fair Creature, 1s thy Sclf, with Thee it 
© came, and goes; but follow me, and I will 
« bring Thee where no Shadow ſtays thy com- 
© ing, ©, — 
ho now in the World could ever dream that this 
were Verſe, and Verſe too the ſofteſt, and moſt tune- 
able, and with as great a mis, ſuitable to the oc- 
eaſion,as canbe conceived 2 I confeſs ſome few words, 
and manner of contexture, and an Image of the 
thing different, and ſome thing more tender than that 
which Proſe commonly renders, would make it ſu- 
gon that the Writer was in a Poetical "Rapture, 
t ſtill, through the Diſguiſe, the Proſe appears, or 
gather cannot be hid, any more than the Verſe, in 
the following "Period ;, as I gheſs of the ſame Au- 
bor, in an Apology , in Anſwer to the Mo- 
eſt Confutation of a Libel, intituled; Ani- 
madverſions upon the Remonſtrants Defence 
f Sme&tymnuus. The Period is Proſe, but I 
ſhall write it in Blank Verſe, and without adding, 
& diminiſhing, or tranſpoling a word, only making 
the Verſe ſometime longer, ſometinre ſhorter, as in 
the Pindaric, whether fitly ſo called I inquire not 
here, leave it tothe Reader to judg, whether there is 
wot in both the ſame numerons Harmony, ard Con- 
texture, the ſame turn of Words, boldneſs of Figure, 


| 4rd height of Imaging. Then 
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Then Zeal, whoſe ſubſtance is Acthereal, 
Arming in compleat Diamond, aſcends 
His Fiery Chariot, drawn with two blazin 


Meteors, 
Figur'd hke Beaſts, but of an _ Breed 
Than any the Zodiac yields z reſembling two 


Ofthoſe Four,which Ezekiel,Se St.Fohn--\ ſaw; 
The one Viſlag'd likea Lion, to expreſs 
Power, high Authority, and Indignation 3 
The other of Countenance like a Man, to ca 
Derifion, and Scorn, upon perverſe, 

And fraudulent Seducers. 

With theſe the' Invincible Warrier Zeal, e>c- 


I forbear that which follows, for Mr. Milton's ſak 
if he were the Author: if not, what I have quote © 
e will not be lookt upon to the diſgrace of h 
Learning, for it is not in the leaſt intended ſol 
me, or to the diſparagement of any s, who beſide hin © 
may have been Author of the Apology ; for my & © 
fign is only to ſhew by both theſe Examples, th 
take away Rhythm from our Engliſh Poetry, andi 
remains undiſtinguiſhable, by any other Charate © 
from Proſe, at leaſt not ſo diftin®, but th” 
through the Maſcarade it may be diſcovered, havin © 
the Manly Limbs of this, tho it may be the ſofte 

habit of the other. 
Not ſo the Italian, and Spaniſh Blank Verſe 
from whom the ſame great and learned Mr, _ 
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T believe took his Meaſures. For tho to inſtance in 
the Italian, and their Compoſitions of that kind, 
Anibal Caro, in his moſt excellent Tranſlation of 
: Virgil, and Torquato Taflo, ix his Sette giornate 
del Mondo creato, have avoided Rhythms, they 
get retained the proper Charader of the Italian Verſe ; 
I mean as to the Form, equivalent to our 
Rhythm, which ever ends with a ſolitary Syllable 
for the laſt Foot, wag o we make the laſt Foot con- 
{iſt rather of three Syllables, by an Antibacchius, 
- as Horrore coſtime, or by ax Amphibrachus, as 
in Piime ininte, be there Rhythm uſed, or be there 
none; tho if there be Rhythm, the Chime, or Tune, 
reſts both upon the laſt, and the laſt Syllable ſave 
one ;, by which mark or triſſyllable Foot indifferent 
to both, and the Syllabical quantities of the Italian 
i words, which approach, and except in ſome few in- 
| ſtances direly follow the Latine 3 the Italian ever 
« Blank Verſe of any Author, howſoever written can 
+ 210 more be concealed and miſtaken for *Proſe, than 
: the Latine Verſe of Virgil, or Ovid. Take an Ex- 
i ample of 7 rm Taſlo, and firſt of the Italian 
+ Verſe with Rhythm, in that famous Stanza of his 
: Gieruſalemme Liberata, Canto. xx. Stanza 51. 
| which himſelf eſteem'd the moſt noble of the whole 
: Poem. 
Grace il caval lo' al ſu'o figno,rc' appreflo, 
Giace 1] Compagno,appo 1] Compagno eſtinto, 
Giace 1] nemico, appo il nemico, & ſpeſlo 
Sul morto il vivo, i! vincitor (u'l vinto: 
Non 
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Non v'e filentio, & non v' & grido cſpreſſs, 
Ma odi, un non ſo che; roco, ed indiſtinto, 
Fremiti di furor, mormori d' ira, 

Gemiti di chi langue, & di chi ſpira. 
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Where every aſe like our Heroic in Engliſh, 
has five Feet, with a ſolitary Syllable in the laſt 
liqueſcing, and of very moderate ſound, but whoſe 
Penultima 7s ever to be pronounced, with Accent, 
more ſtrong ; for they are to be ſcann'd as we call it 
at School, (where we are firſt taught to make Verſe 
a little it may be of the ſooneſt ) juſt as in the La- 
tine pure Jambic, or as in the Dimetrum, or Se- 
narium, allowing never above two Syllables to a 
Foot, but with continual Obſervation, contrary to 
#7, and which yet is not ever by them ſtridly noted, 
20t only of the Synalzpha, which melts down the 
laſt Vowel of the former word into the firſt Syllable 
of that which next follows, beginning with a 7, owel, 
and giving it its ſound, but of the Synxreſis in the 
ſame word, contraFting two Syllables, be they Vow- 
els, or Diphthongs, into one, except in ſome few Ir- | 
regulars according to the marks of both Feet, and | 
Contration pointed out in the firſt Verſe, Upon | 
the ſolitary Syllable, and that which precedes it in 
the laſt Foot, reſts the Sound, or Chime, and which 
in the Italian Language, if to this Chara@er of Verſe 
they think fit to add Rhythm, is but neceſſary, con- | 
fidering that the Terminations of almoſt all w_ | 
owel, 
The 


words, except ſome few Particles, end in a 
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The example of Blank Verſe, among the Italians, 
which 1 ſhall give, is taken ſrom the Deſcription of 
the laſt Judgment, in the ſuns Taſlos Scttima 
Giornata. 


> FE1R&, dclCrtl, folgo, reggran, do' in alto, 
kr Dimoſtreraflt in bianca nube accolto; 

| E come nube, ch' & {quarciata, © velo, 
 Tcich a laidinanzi aperti ec (cifli, 

> Vedranſirivelarl alta poſlanza ;_ 

E mille appariranno, & mille ardenti 

D' eſlercito divin falangi, & ſquadre, 

| Riſplendendo Ia fu di luce, & d' armi ; 

” Fiammeggicra con [oro 1] fino clettro 

” Entr alc ſpaventolc ofcure nubi; 

E vedranſ1 ir vagando a ncmbo, a ncmbo: 
E piu de tuoni ſpaventoſt udranſi 
Terribilmente le canore trombe. 

Crollati, & ſcolft i bet (tellanti chioſtri 
Tremar tutti vedranli al gran rimbombo. 
Tremara ne 'I horror confuſa, & vinta 

* La Natura creata, hauran temenza 

Gli Angeliſteſhi rivercnti in alto, 

- Al folminante Re ſtaranno intorno, &&c. 


So that, tho there be no Rhythms, the muaber i; 
: purely metrical ( if the Langnage alſo be n0t {o too, 
* both by the turn of the words uſed, and ihe manner 
' of their uſe, by frequenter Apocopes than would be 
© tolerated in Proſe ) and cannot but be owned fer 
> ſuch, For were the Blank Verſes above rected, 


C mwrit- 
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written as Proſe, in their fuſt Periods, for thoſe we. 
ry Reaſons, and by the Marks given, they woull 
be ſo eaſily diſtinguiſhed from it, that any one, wh 
3s ery litile experienced in the Italian Language and)” 
Poetry, tho there be no Rhythms, would preſenth\: 
pronounce them , and very ſafely aud confident)! 
might, to be excellent Verſe. A thing, which Itkini.” 
cannot poſſibly be contrived for the Engliſh Blanj/” 

Verſe, eſpecially if it be the grace of "Proſe, and iti 
ntmoſt perfettion, as ſome imagine, not only to 
every whit as numerons, but in the ſame way to þ 
concety'd, I mean; in Blanks. But as this is a 
impertinent fineneſs at beſt, and if ſtudied, and 
ſien'd ſo below the gravity of an Orator, that it i 
able to caſt upon the beſt, and moſt paſſionate Spes 
ker reproach and contempt, it is unfit in my opinim 
to fot erve kis great end, the moving of the Mind 
which is ſo jealous of its Honour, that tho it willing 
ly ſuffers it Jelf to be impoſed upon, from a prin 
ple of good Nature inherent in it, and connaturi © 

to its being, as long as it perceives no Artifice uſed: 

zet when that is once diſcovered, or but ſuſpeFed,i 
grows obſtinate, and puts abar to the beſt that is, 0 
can be ſaid. In Verſe the Mird is quite otherwiſe i 
ſpos'd,and requires naturally another kind of Mon 
ment, lively Images, qarmeolas, 1 think the Greek 
call them, wkich it has common with Proſe, but mu. 
exalted, and as it were with a different kind of light 
Number alſo and Harmony, which Proſe has, bl 
under another Charaer, Rhythm in Our Moden 
Languages, or ſometking equivalent to it, —_ 
| ec 


4 
on 
d 
(3 
(& 
m4 
d, 
F; . 
0 
dt 
IN- 
þ 
0 
{ol 
bn 
en 
4 
0 


| The Preface. 
Feet ind Meaſure, wl:ith if it want, as the Verſe ts 
thereby depriv'd of its greateſt and leſt, and only di- 
ſtinguiſhing Ornaments, the ind alſo that came pre- 
par dto tempt its Charms, and expetted then, langui= 


2 ſhes nnder the diſappointment.Th is therefore,as I con- 
: ceive it was, which made the Italians when they ontit- 
* ted Rhythms, ſtill to retain that kind of Number in 
> their BlankVerje, which ſhould make it diverſe front 


Proſe; and then the Spaniſh follow, in their Me- 
trical Compoſttions, both"wkich with Rhythms, and 


> without, having moſt frequently a ſclitary and ſuper- 


mmerary Sllable either 11,or for the laſt Foot. The 
French, as wearer us in Clime and Manners, come 
nearer us 100 intheir modcl of Verſe, wl.ich they con- 
cerve much = the ſame Method; enly herein I 
think they have the advantage, that conſidering 
more ſeriouſly, the nature of Verſe, and of their 
Langnage,never that 1 know of, have they received the 
Blank into the Epope, or indeed any kind of Poem. 


| Nay,ſo great admirers are they of Rhythnz,( tho whe- 
* ther they have been ſo long, I leave it to be enquired 


that they cannot abſtain 'ſrone it in the Drama, the 
very Farce rarelyexcepted ;, and theſe have, of late at 
leaſt, beex our great Law-gtvers, for Affairs of the 
Stage, (how properly, it is no buſineſs of mine, any 
where, eſpecially in this place, to fac F; but never 
Ft have they been able to prevail with us to admit ſo 
froquenth, as their beſt Pocts uſe it, the Diſſyllable 

ythm, or Cadence ;, tho ſince it is in jo great re- 
pute with them, and makes ſo neceſſary a part of 


' Verſe with the Italian and Spaniard, when: they uſe 
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Rhythm, that it is elſe lookt upon as eſs perfeF, and & 


irregular, I know no reaſon, why if the Argument Þ 
be otherwiſe anſwerable, and great, we ſhould Eum- © 
Ll: it to the Burleſque, or Ridicule only,and giveei- &: 
ther that, or the Triſſyllable Foot none, or the mean: | 

eſt place in ſerious Compoſitions. If therefore Our | 

jelves,; or the French will uſe Blank Verſe, either in 
an Heroick Poem, where they ſhould be I think Con- 

plets, as in Mr. Cowley's Davideis, (for the 2ua- | 
drains of Sir William Davenant, and the Stanza | 

of Nine in Spenſers Faery Queen, which are bu | 

an Improvement of the Ottava Rima, to inſtance 
in n0 more, ſees not to me ſo proper ) or in an Ode 
or Sonnet, (which remains yet to be attempted ) ſince 
we want that Charaer of Verſe, which the Greck © 
and the Latine had of old, and thoſe among ih | 

Modern equivalently obſerve, who both lie nearer © 

Rome, and retain the moſt viſtble Traces of its Lan- © 
guage, having no means of differencing it from Proſe © 
except by the Rkythmr, as the moſt eſſential Mark, |” 
lot us grove it the CharaFer, as to its Form, which | 

it anciently kad, a Number and Movement metrical, 
with enterchang'd variety, according to the kind of. 
our Verſe, of diverſe ſorts of Feet. But this we in 
Engliſh have found, by the Experience of Sir Phi- 
lip Sidney, Ab. France, and others in the laſt Age, 
would never do; and in the next, even Our now 
ery'd-up Blank Verſe, will look as unfaſhionable, how 
well ſoever as a Novelty, and upon k1s Credit, who 
was the Inventer of it here, it may ſpeed intkis, Not 
but that I have, and always had, as great an honour for 


\ Mr. 
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* Mr. Milton's Paradiſe Loſt, as thoſe who admire, 
© him moſt, and look upon it as Mr.Driden has very 
* well obſerved, « To be one of the greateſt,moſt no- 
= <ble and moſt ſublime Poems, take it altogether, 


> « whicheither this Age, or Nation has produced, 
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Nay, that it ſhall live as long as there are Men left in 
or Engliſh World toread, and underſtand it, and 
that many Ages hence tranſlated into what-ever ſpeech 
we ſhall be then changed (for changing we have 
been from Chaucer's time downward with a Witneſs, 
however it be call d Refining ) that ſhall ſurvive the 


Language, wherein it ſtands written, and therein 


, it ſelf. Tet ſtill I ſay,the Learned only nmſt and ſhall 


be Tndges of this, and that if he had thought to give 
it the Adornments of Rhythm, and not avoided them 
ſo Religiouſly,as any one may perceive he now and then 
© does, to the debahng of his great Senſe, it kad been ſo 
*- abſolute a piece that in ſpight of whatever the World 


'. Heathen,or Chriſtian hitherto has ſeex, it nnſt have re- 


* main'das the ſtandard to all ſucceeding Poets & Poe. 
I beg my Readers pardon for this very long Di- 
greſſion, which has ſwell'd much beyond the limits I 


not ie/cnding 1. 
cy F . 
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intended it, tho I hope not without giving him ſome | |; 


Diverſion. For it is, I confeſs, beſide my Pro- ( 
vince, and if 1 have taken wrong meaſures of Verſe, 
and Verſifying, (the Standart of Verſe being lh 
of late altered) I ſubmit my private Fancy, and all 
I have ſaid here, to its great Judges and Maſters, 
for I only thought to have defended my ſelf a- 
gainſt thoſe, who ſhould objet Lightneſs in a place or 
two to the manner of my Verſe, becauſe, as I ſaid 

'3 W abore 
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above, 'tis only unuſual amongſt us. For light it Þ 
cannot juſily be thought by the moſt rigid, and ſeru- 
pulous, fo long as the Argument continues the ſame; Þ 
wor will it, I am aſſur'd, be jude'd ſo by thoſe, who ® 
know what are the tranſports of the nobleſt Paſſion, | 
but then eſpecially, when the pious Soul, rapt beyond © 
it ſel , falls into an extaſie of Divine Love. No 
wonder in ſuch Circumſtances, if its Speech and | 
manner of Expreſſion be alſo Exſtatical. The rough- | 
eſs of my Verſe wow and then ſeems rather to be * 
obnoxious to a Reprimende, and poſſebly it may de- | 
ſerve it, but I much willinger choſe to be deficient in © 
the Tuneableneſs of my Rhythms, than have the © 
Senſe broken and perplext. | % 
I think I need not take any notice of the ſever | 
Titles which F have given each Chapter ;, for the | 
Song being of all Expoſitors acknowledged, as to itt | 
general Form, to be Dramatic, becauſe of the fool 
ral Interlocutors, which are introduced (tho conf. 
dered as an Epithalamium for its great Argument, | 
conſiſting of many Odes, it has more of the Lyric, 
whereupon the ſpeeches being not ſo direfly continu- 
ed, nor ſhort, and in Repartee, as they fay, each ti 
other, as in the Drama, I have taken occaſion to put 
it moſily i the Lyric dreft) I could not do as | 
thought any thing more proper. However, to pre- 
wert all manner of Offence that may be taken, I 
will uncompelied account for it to the Cn Rea 
der, in as few words as F tax. Suppoſing therefore, 
which 1 think none will deny, that it is, as T ſaid, 4 
Drama, the Perſons ſpeaking may welt be allowed ti 


? 
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* be, as following the beſt Expoſitors I have fixt them, 
| TheSpouſe, and Her Beloved, with the Friends 
on either (ide in the Chorus, tho, who, according to 
” the Myſtery, by theſe are ſignified, further than brief- 
” ly toucht before, I leave to them to interpret. In- 
| ſtead of a Prologue, I have called the Stanzas int- 
' mediately preceding the Hymn i fer Tpdeou, Pre- 


centio, or Przludium, tho if I had call'4 then: the 
Prologue, fnce they ſerve to the ſame end as the Pro- 


© logue inthe Drama, I ſee no inconvenience, nor any 

- whom the name can offend ſave the Tenorant. That 

which I have deſign'd i 

© Tthinkby the moſt regular name,yather called 'En@0V, 

* than Epilogus. For the Song it of ſounding as 
bo 


nſteadiof the Epilogue, I hare 


to the letter nothing but Love, and tho intended by 


* the ſacred Penman to be meant of the Divine Love 
* only, tco apt to be diſtorted to that which is ſenſual, 


carnal and brutiſh,throngh the Pravity of our Nature, 
even untranſlated into Metre, and as it lies in the 
Text, the Epode ſerves according to the true ſenſe 
of its name, Carmen ad amoliendum quicquid, 
noxium eſt, to remove the Vail, and to take awa 

all occaſion 0 JOE the ſublime Myſteries. The 
Legend further of Love I have ſiiled it, for ho- 
nours ſake tothe great Spenſcr,whoje Stanza of Nine 
F have uſed, and who has Intituled the (ix Books 
which we have compleat of his Faery Queen, by the 


ſeveral Legends of Holineſs, Temperance, Chaſti- 


ty, Friendſhip, Juſtice, and Courteſy, and to a- 
ny who knows what the word Legend there, or in its 
true and firſt notion ſignifies, it will neither ſeen 

© © ſtrange. 
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ſtrange, ridiculons, or improper : I have made it 
to conſiſt of three Cantos, agreeable enough to the 
nature of an Epode, or Legend, if it be judged 
indecent, as inaced it is, conſidering its length, 
for an Epilogue ; 1# the firſt whereof taking occa- 
ſion from the Canticles, to which in the begin- 
nins it refers, I have endeavoured to ſhew the true 
Nature of Love, and what it was in the ſtate of 
Innocence, deſcribing it by the livelieſt Images, Þ 
which I could form to my ſelf ſuitable to a Poetical & 
Compoſition. In the ſecond I have conſidered the & 
thing, whatever it be, vulgarly called Love, 
Ray the dominion and government of Senle, cx- 
clujrve of Reaſon, which it too often either draws 
to its party, or wholly extinguiſhes, than which no- | 
thing can be conceived more abſurd, unreaſonable, 
extravagant, and inhumane, The third Canto, 
in the cloſe of it, is deſign'd for the Reſtauration 
of Love, by Sacred Marriage , ' or Wedlock, 
according to the Divine Inſlitutiin, to its ancient 
Dignity and Luſtre, The wery cauſe, among#t 
others there-unader adumbrated,for which Salomon, | 
arvinely inſpired, wrote this Song , which ſub- 
ſerves thereunto by ſo noble an Inſtance, that | 
they only betray their Impiety, or Atheiſm, who in | 
an Age ſo Wiſe and Critically Rational, as this | 
would be thought, can find no more becoming occa- | 
for to ſhww and wend their Wit, than what is 
made by expoſing tbe ſublimeſt Myſteries of Our | 
Religion, and the moſt glorious diſplays of rar ba 
| | oth ©: 


# If SS ne 7, 2pc 


* following the Diviſon, or Partition of it, w 
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both preſent and future Happineſs, If therefore 
any, who are able to judg, ſhall chance to find there, 
or in any of my Compoſitions, the leaſt Word, or 
Sentence, which may choque them, or eſcape me, 
not agreeable to the ſentiments of this B:{t of 
Churches, a4 Good Manners, [1 bercby wutter- 
ly diſclaim it, and beſeech them to give the place 
a d'uble thruſt, for t! eir own Revenge, and mine, 
who would nt bave put them to the trouble, had 
miy ſelf perceived it, Tere is more of it a great 
deal, than at firſt was intended, but, I know not 
how, it grew ſ' ſtrangely under my bands, that I 


 bave been forced to lay afide mire thoughts, than 1 


have been at the pains to dreſs up,to reduce it with- 
in toe preſent Compaſs, However, | hope, it ts 
in all parts conſonant to ſound Doctrine, whoſe 
limits, for the greateſt glories of Verſe, I would 
not willingly tranſereſs. As to the”Song it ff 
vic 
the Church allows in the diſtinTion of Chapters, I 
have called the firſt Divini Amoris Ecſtaſis, or 
Protaſis, tho it way be by the latter [tle not altoge- 
ther ſo naturally. But ſeeing wilbly in the Song all 
the other parts which are by the Ancients aſſign'd the 
Drama, (who it may be hence firſt of all took their 
Rules) I fixt the Protaſis here as in the uſual place, 
and more deſignedly, becauſe in this and the follow- 
ing Chapter, we have as it were the ſum of the whole 
laid down, and the mind hept in ſuſpence fer the 


event 
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event, which was the buſineſs, as is known by the 
learned, of the Protalis. The next great part 7 the 
Drama was the Epitaſis,or the counterturn, as I may 


call it, of Aion, which I have placed in the third F 
Chapter , under the title of Dolor de Abſentia F 
Sponſi, ſeu Epitaſis, (tho this Latter in the Print. F 
ing off the ſheet is omitted, and with another eſcape F 


or two conſequent thereof, has given me the trouble 
of adviſing tie Reader of it here, that he may re- 
Hifie the miſtake ) where, as in the Epitaſis exci- 
tantur turbz, & caligine quidam res involvun- 
tur, We find the Spouſe all Foy before, Mourning for 
the abſence of her Beloved, and all things for a while 


ſeem to incline to the worſt, The Cataſtaſis before F* 


its time in the printed Copy, is intituled tothe fourth 


WT 
> Wee << 


Partition, but belongs rightly to the fifth Chapter, or 


Diviſion (where I have alſo cauſed it, as ſoon as 
by ſeeing the ſheets, TI perceived the Error of the 


eſs again to be ſet, deſiring the "Reader, inſtead | 


of that Title in the fourth Chapter, to put Deſide- 


rium) ſucceſſive of the Epitalis in the third. And | 


it is a continuance of the Spouſes trouble for the ab- 


ſence of her Lord there firſt hinted ; and whereas in | 


the Epitaſis, eadem cernitur rerum perturbatio, 
but ſomewhat greater, and opens the way to the clear- 
ing of all in the following Partitions under their ſe- 


veral Titles, tif the Drama comes to its laſt Period | 
in the Cataſtrophe,which F kave placed at the eighth | 


Partition, tho if any one will, he may make the 


Cataſtrophe begin at the ſeventh, and in the eighth | 


bring the Spouſe ad Sponli fores, after the P > 4 
H 


ks. + 
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Cuſtom, in purſuance and complement of it ; That 
which is Fgnified by the Cataſtrophe in the Drama, 
being the concluſion of the whole, according to its 


EF expeited or unlookt-for event. I might add here a 


great deal concerning the Unity of Adtion, ftrittly 


' obſerved in this Hymmn,ond the Chorus,which is eve- 


ry where regular, but I paſs them both over. With 
reſpet# to what I have already laid down, I will not 


c ſay that Salomon deſgn'd all, or any of parts 


in this Divine Song, or in the manner that I, follow- 
ing the Ancients, have bounded them, but this I dare 
ſay, that whoſoever knows the Motions of the Pious 
Soul in its love to God, knows alſo that theſe ſeve- 
ral parts make it up, which I fhall endeavonr thus 
briefly to evidence, and appeal to thoſe who under- 
ſtand it beft, and have try'd the great experiment. 
- No ſooner therefore by the Preaching of the Goſpel, 
and the moſt benign Operations of the good Spirit of 
God, comes the devout Soul, to be convinced of the 
Divine Love, in it ſelf and infinite * PerfeFions how 
beyond expreſſion amiableto the Soul by ten thouſand 
Experiences how indeared, but being firſt loved, and 
knowing aſſuredly it ſelf to be loved, 7t endeavonrs 
according to its unequal meaſure to return love for 
love; Is all as it were on a flame towards its Belo- 
ved, and thinks nothing comparative with him Love- 
ly, nothing for his ſake too hard or grievous to be 
undertaken. The World to ſuch an One and all its 
Sand ly Pageantry appears, as it truly is, 4 dead and 
ifelefs and accurſed thing; without any Charms except 
to betray and enſnare, and with Pleafures ( ſuch - 
Itey 
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they are) which continue but for a moneent, and pe- | 
riſh in the uſing 5, nor can it find any reliſh or ſatisfa- | 
Hion but in the enjoyment of thoſe Real and Eternal 
Beanties, on which Time and Age have no effeF, and 
whoſe moſt ſrequent uſe encreaſe only, and heighten 
their delight. Of theſe it continually thinks, 
loves and admires none but theſe 5 and is ſo wholly 
transformed into what it loves, that it is no more it 
ſelf, mor lives any otter Life than what t/ at inſpires, 
Or in St. Paul's phraſe, Being Crucified with 
Chriſt, nevertheleſs it lives, or Chriſt rather lives 
in it, and the Life which it lives 1n the Fleſh, it 
lives by the Faith of the Son of God, who loved 
it, and gave himſelf for it. I: tfis Extaſy, while 
it continues, the Pious Soul once enflamed with the 
Love of God, exults with joy unſpeahable 5 and con- 
tinue the Extaſy will, till either Our love by de- 
grees,as is not unuſual (the more wretched IWe ) grow 
cold in its once moſt ardent purſuits, or the violence 
of a Temptation intervene, or the moſt Higheſt, far 
either the puniſhment of our Remiſmeſs, or trial of 
our Sincerity, for a while withdraw himſelf; but 
then, the happier we once to perceive and take notice of | 
it how is the Soul that truly loves,perplext This way 
it runs, and that 5, and only thoughtfiil of its Miſc- 
ry, and what it would find, where yet to find it 
knows not. Here comes in the true Epitaſis : Avo- 
ther face of things appears than was wont, and in- 


ſtead of Hynms, and joyous Acclamatiens, which 


uſed before to be its conſtant Companions, nothing is 
keard, in all its Retreats, but the Sighs and La- 
| ; | ments, 


: and tho affronted frequently 
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"ments, as of one forſaken. The Soul is overwhelm- 


ed —_ with Sorrow, which to prove the moſt Itn- 
tenſe, Hearty, and Sincere, it endeavours all it car, 
to clear its Innocence, calling Heaven and God to 
witneſs it of vet wkich," having pauſed a while and 
not daring in cooler Blood to be too confident, it 
reflef's upon its former coldne(s and negligence, and 
reſolves on greater Care and Circumſpeion for the 
future, is angry with it ſelf, and afraid, and 
mourns bitterly, and begs but once more to be tryd, 
and profeſſes its Teal, and paſſes ten thouſand Pro- 
miſes, binding them with as many Vows, and reſolves 
ſo throughly to be revenged of it ſelf, that it will 
never give over its unweary ſearch, till it has found 
its Beloved. Away in this heat it flies out of it ſelf 4s 
it were, and ſeeks,and asks fer him of all it meets, 

y the way, bears the [n- 
dignity with patience, and feels the ſmart of no 
Weund teceived in the inquiry, comparable to his ab- 
ſence ;, till almoſt quite tired, now and again, and 
the third time ( and it were well if but the three 
hundredth time the Epitalis and theCataſtaſis conſe- 
quent f it recurr'd ). Lo! he whom the Soul loves, 
and who infinitely more loves the Soul, takirg pity 


; of its Labours, and approving its Integrity, at length 


diſcovers bimſecf a-new , with greater AttraTives 
thin before. And now all js perfely well again. 
Peace and Joy, and the tender endearments of a mu 
tual Aﬀe@ on blown up to a Flame, which no Waters 


* can quench, (ſparkle in both. No Diſcourſe paſſes, 
but of the conſtancy of each others Love, its Charms 


'F 


how 
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how great, its Renewals how ſurprizing. The kayyy | 
Nuptials, wkich make the Cataſtrophe ſecrz not tg 
le far off, and by Faith through the Vail the Sal 
looks, and ſees the Preparations, and haſtens tl; 
time by its calls, and even dies with Impatience, le: 
cauſe it is but a moment deferr d, 

This is the Progreſs of Divine Love in the hoy 
Soul, adumbrated as I conceive, in this M;ſteriow 
Song, but ſo coldly and imperfedly diſplazed by me 
(God help poor Mortals! ) that ſuſpected thence, 
as I fear for my ſelf I juſtly may, never to have been 
really touched with it, I can only appeal to Hine, who 
ſearckes tke Heart, with the moſt earneſt Obteſtati- 
ons, that if my Love to my Lord and Saviour le 
not ſuch as it ought, with a flame ſo pure, and great 
as to warn, and enligtten others, according to the 
Prerogatize of my Office ; it may yet be ſufficient Þ 
to keep my ſelf ſrom either freezing, or ſtumbling; 
eſpecially from either thinking, or ſpeaking any thing 
anbecoming it, at leaſt &s ovan\neav T T6mv Ti 
iners, and in the too much deſpiſed Rank of a Chri- 

ian Poet. 

As for the other ſacred Hymns, they ſeem to me Þ 
to be of tho ſe parts of S cripture CONCOrmimng which I Þ 
may truly ſay.omitting their Divine Inſpiration, that | 
being compared with the beſt and moſt Majeſtic of F 
Pindar, or Horace, they are ſo far from loſing an F 
thing of their Beauty, that they only receive thence 
the greater Luſtre, and caſt upon the —_ thoughts F 
of thoſe next to Immortal Lyrics, whone the Heathen Þ 

orld, and we above all the Heatken moſt deſervedh 
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admire, the honourable Office of ſerving but as a pro- 


per Foyl, to make them appear the niore Glorious. 


For nothing can be conceived more Poetical, nothing 
more Tuneful and Harmoniows, nothing more Di- 
thyrambic and Ecſtatical. Of this latter ſort are 
the Songs of Moles, Deborah , and Habakkuk. 
And had I not a deſign of drawing to an end of this 
long Preface,as ſoon as poſſible, I might inſtance in the 


ſeveral Graces, which are proper to the reſt, not as 
turned by me, but as they lie in the Original ; Of 


which yet they are not wholly diveſted by the moſt 
barbarows Tranſlation, into any Language, and in 
ſome of which, the Latine particularly of Caſtellio, 
and the Italian of Diodati, not to ſay our own, 
which may Vye with the beſt, they ſhine with a Ray 
only ſecond to what they receiv'd upon their intmes 
diate Inſpiration. 

The Compoſitions, which are my own purely, or 
Tranſlated occaſionally out of the Originals, noted 
in the Titles or Margin, are of an infinite baſer 
Alloy 5, and all I dare preſume to ſay for them, is 5 
That when I either made, or turned them, they ſuit- 
ed well enough my then preſent Temper 3, and I have 
a kindneſs for them, proportionable to the Di- 
verſion they at that time gave my fil and have 
ſince given my Friends, at whoſe rogue I did ſome 
of them. However I had not been thus confident 
to Print them now; and publickly own them in this 
Habit, but that unknown to me, and unallowed, 
after very falſe Copies ſome of them have been al- 
ready Publiſhed. I have here and there added the 

Dates, 
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Dates, not fir Oftentation, any one may think, 
but thereby to give ſome little account kew I have been 
wont to ſpend part of my Time, beth Lefore I was 
adntitted into Holy Orders, and fm; and that f 
ſome of my Rhythms may not ſo diredly ſuit wit 

my preſent Circumſtances, and ſeem tco inflate with 
the Muſes imaginary Profits and Honours, aid idle 
Tattle to no purpoſe in the World, the time wherein 1 
did them, may be my Apology, as it Fas ſerv/d 
others before me, tha there be none of them I heje, 
which will not be allowed as a toleralle Diverſion 
for the ſevereſt Dizire, their ſubjed being either 
Religions, or exemplary Moral. And I anz not aſha- 
med toprofeſs that wearied with more abſiruſe ſtudies, 
T have been wont in a Country Village barren of otker 
Diverfons thus to unbend,and refreſhmy ſelf. I might 
amongſt the reſt kate added the Muſes Complaint, but 
befde that I thank God I have no great need, being 


content with my Fortune, I never yet found any good 


come f it, and Mr. Cowley's, and Myr. Spenſer 
7 


before hint, will indifferently ſerve for any of the 
rade, and he walues himelf too highly who dares 
exped better fortune than they met. My change of 
Habit, I acknowledg, and manner of Living, with 
encreaſe of Tears, have much taken me off fron 
theſe kind of Delights, tho had I no greater hf of 
time at laſt to repent, than what has been ſpent 
among the Muſes, I ſhould, in my own Opimon at 
leaſt, be a very happy Man. Nay, I am ſo far at 
preſent ſrom repenting it, for the main, that as the 
late Cardinal Palavicino, on the like _— ſays, 
1vomm1i, 
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Giovommi, che in eta, & in profeſſione pi 
libera, Ioſopra modo fui vago dalcuni autori, la 
cui frequente lezione ſarebbe ora poco dicevole, 
alla maturita de miei anni, edalla ſerjeta del mio 
ſtato; ſi che me & auvenuto, come a coloro, i 

uali con pit animoſo, che ſicuro conſigho pra- 
ticarono lungamente fra gli aliti pericoloſi delle 
ſotterranee mmiere, che uſcendone ſalvi, hannofi 
comperata, con queſto riſchio, qualche pit inter- 
na contezza imtorno alle naturali proprieta, delle 

ioie & dell oro. Some of my Adventures in this 
Cond I have been at the pains to rehearſe (and I 
might have added many more) in the Ode, called 
the Voyage, others I have glanced at in the Odes 

Petrarch, reducing as fur as was convenient that 
excellent *Poets ſenſe, to my own Condition. 

And now, having in the body of this Preface 
troubled my Reader with a particular defence of 
Rhythm, as the moſt natural, and proper Charader 
of Verſe, in the Modern, and it may be in all Lan- 
guages, that are or ever were ſpoken in the World, 
(the Greek and Latine only excepted ) and without 
which, eſpecially in Englifh, it cannot appear diſtin- 
gniſhed from Proſe, (and which, if we look either 
to the firſt Original of Rhythm, is ſo far fron 
being the Invention of a late Barbarous Age, or 
People, that it was known, as is judged by the 
Learned, and allow'd by the Hebrews, axd Eaſtern 
Nations , long before the Gre:ks, avd Romans 
were grown to that height, as to ſtile all but 
themſelves Barbarous 3 if P its preſent Univerſal 
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uſe, and particularly with thoſe, whom the now | 
Civil and Chriſtin World more modeſily and juſtly 
call ſo, ard who, tho they never heard of the Greeks 
and Romans, ror ir nay be till of late of any People 
leſs Barbarous than themſelves, have a kind of Num- 
 bey received from their Anceſtors diſtiniT ſrom their 
. Proſe, whoſe Charafer is Rhythm or Cadence, ſeems 
i to be in all Conntries the direion of pure Nature, 
: wneultivated by Art; and) that I may not in Ad 
condemn, what I have in Word taken upon me the 
confidence to defend, I have ſliled the whole Second 
Part by the fitteſt, as I think , of the moſt Ancient, 
as well as Modern names, RIMES. I confeſs I have 
conſulted none of my Friends in it, nor know I whe- 
ther they, and the Cenſors of Engliſh Verſe will al/ow 
it me, tho Caſa, and the liſt of the Italians, bo in- 
ſtance in no more) are my Compurgaters. Tet not 

purely hence, and upon their Authority barely have I 
ſtaid my ſelf, but from a principle of Modeſty, if my 
Reader dire credit megthat I may neither foreſtal and 
deceive hin, nor uſurp for ſuch occaſonal Compo®ti- 
ons, an Hovour and Title which belorgs not to them, 
The noble Title of Poems I mean, too great a bearing 
for jo mean an eſte of Verſe as that to which of the 
moit they arecnlgarly affixt, If otkers are of another 
mird for the Examp/es ſake, (the firit it may be in 
Englſh of tte deſpiſed Name given to any thing that 
was grave and ſerious) there's no hurt done, and 1 
am contcr't, (tro whether T be or no, "tis no great 
matter ) that for their own Diverſons, the 'y call 
them by what Names they pleaſe, ſo they give me the 
like liccrtj, as I liit, to name mine. E 
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PERSONA 


[| SPONS A. 
ll SPONSUS. 
[1 CHOR T tres. 
Primus AMICORUM SPONSI. 


tt. Alter FILIARU IM HIER(- 
IH SOLYTMITANARUM. 


Tertius JAULIERUMEGEN: 
TIBUS. 


INPO'AEMA, 


I, 


V OID Prophane, avoid! for ſuch as you 
There isno place,or liſtning here z ( few 
They*'re Myſicrics, which we ing, and but a 
Reccive them with a well-purg'd car: 
To all beſide of love they ſound, 
Mock-love, that does from every Hill rebound, 
Andis no Virgin, when the painted Eccho's tound. 


II. 


A Female Love that is, by a truer name 
Luſt obſcene, and da'liance call'd 3 
For whom th* unhapyy wretch, who has a flame, 
To hires of his own kindling 's hal'd ; 
Yet ſuch an Empire has ſhe gain'd, 
So univerſal, and fo well maintain'd, 
That Verſe, as well as Men, ſhe has to'her ſervice train'd, 


III. 


Ah Verſe, that ere thou ſhouldſt be thus abus'd, 
That thus thy {clf thou ſhould(t abulc ! 

The Devil, thy enemy, wiſht thee ne's worle us'd, 

OQ &a 2 Than 
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Than thou thy (elf, thy {clf doſt uſe: 
| Quit, quit, thy Chains, er'e*tis too late, 
i'® At length return to thy* unimprov'd eſtate, 
291 Lawrcls yet grow at th'Altar, where t!:ou firſt didſt wait! 


+> 


el Rt 


I'V, 


| Lawrcls there grow, and there's a Love Divine, 
s W hich will complcatly hll Thy Song 

A Love that's Heav*n-born, truly Maſculine, 

| From whom thou” haſi banilht been too long : 
Only rcturn'd, this caution take, 

As folcmn as thou canit new homage make, 


i» - 
Eoth tor Thinc own detence,& Thy chaſt follow'rs ſake! 
; V. | 
And thou, my LIEGE, bright and immortal LOVE, 
| Whocr'e Thou mortal Flcſh didſt take, 
| Dcſcending trom Thy azure Throne above, 
An Image of Thy (elt didit make, 
Þ In which ſoft thoughts thou didit inſpire, 
+ And threw'ſt large portions of #thercal Firc, 
TH To conſccrate the ſhrine, where Thou would(t in time rc- 


( tire; 


VI. 


| Thou,who c're made Man,would(t as Man be known, 
And tranſports inhnitc to? cxprels, 
| Siiſtaind"tta part, which was no morethine own, 
| ? Than as cach greatcr holds its Icfs, 
; 


Wouldit love, and as a Lovcr ſue, 
Ir, Words, and Acts, as Mortal Lovers do, 
And thus THY SELF, thus thy BELOVED tous ſhew : 
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VII. 


Shewing us thus, as we could it conceive, 
What had from Ages hidden lain, 
The Glorys Thou delignd” {t Thy SPOUSE to eIV e, 
And what to *effe&t them was thy pain, 
Ficſh of our Fleſh, Bone of our Bone, 
Pur: GOD, and perfect MAN, in perſon One, 
The Great-grand-ſires Fathcr, and his Virgin dauyliters 
( Son : 


VIIL. 


In Thine own Words this Myſi'ry to unfold, 
Or (till to fold it, guide my Verl: 3 
| Inſpire mc, as Thou Salomon didit of uld, ; 
| That I the Wonder may rehcarſe : 
And whcn of Love the terns I ulc, | 
( Thy (clt its ſofteſt terms didii not retule ) 
The loftelt to me? indite, the chalicli for me chulc ! | 
oy 


I X, 


Make wy Verſe ſoft, but make it chalt withal, 
Theſe are the Beautics I dchire, 
Witneſs Thy ſelf, whom I the Witneſs call, 
How purc, and carthlc{\ is my Fire: 
That purc, and carthlc(s it may ihinc, 
Reader, and Writcr trom a!l drofs rctine, 
And Thine own Image ſtamp tor'ts guard, on Ti:ine 
(own Coyn! 
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CANTICHUM Canticorum Salomonis, 


It Casz?.i L 
1H DIVINI AMORIS ECSTASIS 
Quz & 
PROTASIS, 


SPONSA. SPONSUS, 


SPONSA. 
Oſculetur me ofculo. 


I 


Sponſa, E ALSE Glozing World, in vain 
Juices and Herbs for me Thou doſt compound 3 
d Juices and Herbs, which ne'r can caſe my pain, 
Or heal an inward bleeding Wound : 
With love ( alas! ) I'm pierc't to th* heart, 
Beyond Thy kill, or helpleſs Phylicks art. 


&pon the CANTICLES, 


IT, 


Come then, thou heav'nly LOVE, 


And with Thee thine own fov'raign Mcd'cine bring: 


Come! and the cauſe of all my gricfs remove, 
That I Thy mighty praiſe may fing : 
Ah! put Thy facrcd Lips to mine, 

And let's mix fouls, as we chatt Kiſſes joyn ! 


III, 


. DearKiſs! how (ſweet it was! 
Above thoſe Spirits, which gen'rous wincs cxhalc 3 
Like pertume how it fill'd the ambicant ſpace, 
And in its paſſage ravithe all, 
Virgins, who but SpcEtators came : 
Sweet are Thy kiſſes LOVE 3 {ſweeter Thy Name. 


I'V, 


Only to fce my LORD 
They came, but now like me are all on firc 3 
Draw me, O, draw mc by Thy pow'rful Word, 
One pace ſhall ſhew our joynt dclirc ; 
Both they, and I will tollow Thee, 
And Thy unranſom'd Captivcs cvcr.bc. 


V, 


Thy Love at length, blcſt King, 
Where all her fears may have an happy cnd, 
Into thy Nuptial Chambcr plcaſc to bring, 
Where we Thy praiſcs may intcnd, 
And tirmly of Thy fclt poſlctt, 
Our Mouths with tinging fill, with joy our Ercalt! 
A 4 
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With ſongs Our Mouths We'll fill, 
And to exalt Thy Glorics never ceaſe 3 
The Od'rous dews, which from Our Lips diltil, 
Shall give Thy Land a rich encreaſe: 
Above all Wines Thy Love wce'll raiſe, 
And juti Mcn with us ſhall record Thy praiſe. 


VIL 


I'm black, *tis truc, but ſo, 
Fair Daughters of Ferur lem, as the Tents 
Of Sun-burnt Arabs, humble, dark, and low, 
But full of Regal Ornaments 3 
Or as thoſe Curtiins Salemon 
Draws to conccal trom vulgar ſight his Thronc. 


VIII. 


Unjuſt you *re to deſpiſc 
A Facc, which only wants your beaut'ous Charms 3 
My Country Sun ( alas!) has ſtain'd my Eycs, 
And robb'd them ot fo potent Arms : 
From his too ncar approach I took 
What thus you gazc at, my diſcolour'd look. 


I' x, 


My Mothcrs Sons beſide, 
Carclcſs what burden they on me did lay, 
And angry too, to' a Vineyards ſcorching fidc, 
Bound my attcndance evcry day : 
Thcir Vincs too unit to keep,” when my* own, 
With weeds, for want of drcfling, were o'regrown. 
X, 


won the CANTICLES, 


Rs 
4 
Dear LOVE, by whom Pm freed 

And to a nobler Service now delign'd, 

Tell me, O tell me, where Thy Flocks do feed, 
And what cool ſhades, at Noon thcy tind 
Why ſhould I from Thce go away, 

And tothe Tents of other Shepherds ſtray ? 


SPONSUS, 
I, 


S: ionoras te, O Pulcherrima, 


AIREST of Women, bcaut'ous Shepherdecſs, Sponſur. 


If hitherto Thou hatt not known 
What walks thy Faithtul Shepherd docs poſſes, 
And where my Flocks tind ſhade at Noon, 
This narrow Tract, will to our Shcepcots lead, 
Where thy Kids may ſecurely reſt, and fatcly fecd. 


II, 


But, ah, how ill with ſimple Swains agree 
Thoſe beautics, which arc all Divine ? 
Phzrao in triumph born, compar'd to thee, 
Does with uncqual glory ſhine 
And tho cxaltcd in his Chariot high, 
With more of pomp, wants of thy real Majeſty, 


ITT. To 


A PARAPHRASE 


IIL 


To thoſe, who nced them, Chains and Bracelets lcave, 
My Love has beautiesof her own3 
Beauties, which no advance from Art reccive, 
Nor owe their flame to? a ſparkling ſtone : 
For when theſe Ornaments ſhe pleaſe ro wear, 
Jewels take luſtre from her Eyes, gold from her Hair. 


I'V. 


Enough *tis that ſhe any place will yield, 
Near her, for things I've common made, 
As flints ith* City, and as graſs ith* Ficld, 
And with them deigns to be array'd : 
Tho at her feet the rich Embrodery, 
Low as the Earth its bed, worn in hcr Train does ly, 


SPONSAA. 
L | 


Dum eſſet Rex in accubitu ſuc. 


Sponſa, Y LOVE, my King, when from thy Fold 
Return'd, Thou ſhalt with me fit down, 
The Pris'ner in my Arms F'll hold, 
And his Head with Spik-nard crown : 
He *twixt my Breaſts ſhall flcep all Night, 
And flames inſpire puxe as the Mid-day light. 


upon the CANTICLES, 


IL 


The ſpicy Eaſt, Father of Gums, 
Deſerves not to be nam'd with Thee, 
From whom his Myrrh, and Virtue comes, 
Thy ſelf the true Myrrh-blceding Tree : 
Engaddis Camphire, when it blows, 
Near Thee does all its ſcent, and ſpirits loſe. 


SPOXSHUS. 
Ecce tu Pulthra es amica. 


ORTHY my Love, how art thou fair, Sponſus. 
Beyond what mortal Women are! 
Chaſt, and inno'cent, as a Dove, 
Full of mild, and ſpotleſs love, 
And from whoſe Eyes a ray does ſhine, 
Than Doves more bright, and as Thinc own Divine. 


SPONS 4. 
Ecce ts Pulchey es Dilefte. 


OT TI, tis Thou, my LOVE, art fair 
Bright as the Sons of Heaven are 3 Sponſe, 
And thoſe pertcQions Thou giv'lt me, 
Are what I frft recciv'd from Thee, 6 
In whom, as in thcir truc Original thcy bc. 
Come then, my HEART, lo, all around, (ground! 
With Grccns our Bcd, with Flow'rs I've {irew'd the 
Come, 
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APARAPHRASE 


Come, Ict us fit down, and beguile, 
Unmilt the weary Hours a-while 3 
And when the Night rccals us home, 
T'our Cedar Palace we will come, 
And of each others Love poſlcſt, 
With jealous boadings unoppreſt, 

On beds of Iv'ry take our chaſt and welcome reſt, 


. 


upon the CANTICLES. 


AP IL 
EVOCATIO SPONSE. 


| ——— 


SPONSUS. SPONS 14, 


SPONSHUS. 
Ego Flos campi & Lilium, &c. 


(above, Spanſis, 


| F axrns glit'tring ſtars, vying with thoſe 
Fair Roſe, and Lily, cmblems ot my love, 
As far as mortal Flowcrs proportion bear 
To Love, and Bcautics, which immortal are, 
How gay you iook, how pure your flame docs ſhine, 
Fit to reſemble, tho not equal mine! 
My Deareſt is a Lilly too, 
Tho in differnt {cites we grow, 
Tith* rich Vallcy,ſhe on the? hard cliffs wrinkled brow. 
With Thorns, and Eramblcs girt around, 
The Plant not to dcetend, but wound. 
Yet ev'n thus plac'd, with ſuch a toil, 
As is the Curſe of any foil 3 
Tho Lilies one with Thorns compare, 
Lilies *mong|t Thorns are yet lels fair, 
Leſs beautcous, and 1cis gay, 
And all their glorics lc(s diſplay, 
Cloatt'd in pure, and genial light, 
Cloath'd or naked in thcir Virgin white, 


Than 
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Than my BELOV'D, amongſt the Daughters ſhows, 
With Grace upon her Lips, and terror on her Brows. 


14 


SPONSA. 


Sicut maliss inter ligna, 
L 


Sponſa. jp WELL, my LORD, too well I knoyy, 
By what Thou halt compar'd me now, 
What to my ſelf, what to Thy love I owe. 


IL. 


Ah, too ſhort age of witlring Flowers, 
The pride of ſome tew ſunny Hours, 
But without guard againſt the Wind, or Showres ! 


IIL 


And ſuch, juſt ſuch a Flower am TI, 
Whilſt on Thy ſtem, mod'rately high, 
Thou a Tree, deck'(t with gems the glitt'ring Skic, 


I'V. 


But look how th'Apple Tree excels 
Its Brother-plants, tho'it humbler dwells, 
For wholeſome ſhade, and Fruit and od*rous ſmells: 


wpon the CAN TICLES, 


Wo 
(Domeſtick Tree, which left the Wood, 
Not to be great, but do more good, 
And crown the vileſt ſtock with th* noblett bud, ) 


VL 


No otherwiſe, my LOVE, doſt Thou 
Thy Brethren all in Grace out-go, 
How high fo cr'e they rais'd, and Thou how low, 


VII. 


Hail, happy Tree, under whoſe ſhade, 
For cool retreat, and pleaſure made, 
Whether I ſit, or walk, or down am lay'd; 


VIIE s 


Round there attends me pure delight, 
With all the charms, that can invite 
The guliful palate, or the curious light, 


IX, 


Not love himſelf, tho th Architect, 
( And love the Bow'r did hrſt erect 
Plent'ous in Wines, and beaut'ous in proſpeR: ) 


X. 
A Bow'r more lovely could contrive, 


His laſt effort of kill to give, 
Or where himfelt might cvcr with to live. 


A PARAPHRASE 


XL 


Thither he brought me 3 but to prove, 
No Charms but his my hcart could move : 
Love was my guide, His Banner o're me Love. 


XII, 


Whithcr, O Love, whither doſt Thou flic ? 
Look, how ſ{mitt'n I woundcd lic, 
And, if Thouhclp not, of the Wound muſt die ! 


XIIL. 
Now, e're it bc too late, produce 
The choiſctt ſpirits Thou cre didit uſe, 
The winctul Grape, and thy* Apples winy juice! 
X | Y, 
But come Thy (elf too, for (alas! ) 


I'm fick of love: Thy lctt-hand place 
Undcr my head, whole me with th? right embrace! 


SPONSHUS. 


Adjuro vos, Filie Jeraſalem, 


I COME—- but ( 1o! ) how peaceful ſleep 
In downy chains does all her Senſes keep 3 
She ſleeps, and will do well, composd to relt, 


Of caſc, her (elf, and him ſhe loves, as wiſht, poſleſt. 
Mcan 
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Mean while, you Daughters of Jeruſalem, j 


Who are, and to your (clves more glorious ſeem 
Io her attendance, than your own fair ſtemm 3 
By the Hills, and by the Lawns, 
By the Roes, and by the Fawns, 
By the Fields, and by the Woods, 
By the Springs, and by the Floods, 
All that I, or you count dear, 
All Ilove, and all you fear 3 
I charge you, I charge you not to awake 
My Love from the rett, which now ſhe docs take, c 
Till her ſelf pleaſes the Signal to make! 


SPONS 4. 
Vox diledti met ecce ifte, &c, 


Spenſis, 
HAT voice was that,which firuck my car ? 
Ah! *rwas my LOVE, *twas my LOVES Voice, 
Which, were I dead, would make me hcar,' 
And fill me with unutterable joys. 
*Twas He, who ſpake, and is he gone? > 
Ah me! ere yet his Words wcre done, 
So far remov'd hence, and fo ſoon ? 
But hellreturn | 
He comes, he comes, I ſee him come, 
The very Mountains make him room, 
And bow their Heads to yield him way 
The Hillocks dart a brighter ray 3 
Over the Mountain tops he skips, 
Light as the Wind, o're th' Hillocks trips : 
And now he's there, and now he's here, 
Swift as the fleet wing-footed Dcer 3 
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A PARAPHRASE 


And now behind our Wall he ſtands, 
Looks at the Window, and commands 


My” attendance, at the Lattice,with his beckning hands, 


Nay he ſpeaks too, and I hear him ſay, 
*Riſc up, my Love, my Fair one, come away ! 
© Winter at length is paſt, and gone 

© Look, how th* expected Spring comes on ! 
* Apace it comes, on Zephyrs riding, 

* And the Rain, that ſtopt it chiding. 

* The Rain is gone too, and gives placc, 

* And now appears a clearer face 

* Ot Heaven, and Earth, than did before : 
* Enough of Storms, there's now no more, 
* Lo! how the Flowers lift up their heads, 
* And ſtart out of their droukie beds. 

* Wak'd by the Quire of Birds, that ſing 

* And Carol to the new-come Spring. 

© They ſing, and dance from bough to bough, 
*As if they Winter ne're did know 3 

* As if they Winter nee did fear, 

* And *twould be Summer all the Year, 

* And every Night, and every Day, 

* (Who more rich, or pleas'd, than they ) C 
* Unbidden, Pipe, and unrewardcd, play. 

** The Fig-Tree too, On every twig, 

< Puts out its callow unflcſht Fig, 

* Unflc(ht, unripe, unripe tho' it be, 

* Hatc'hr at once by its Mother-Tree 3 

* Born at one pang, without the throws, 

* The hard tecming Olive undergoes, 

* That Gems, and Flowers, and flowring dies, 
*E rc th* halt torm'd Embry'o up does riſe: 
* Orthe ſlow Vine its cluſters brings, 

*+ That gentle Plant, made up of Rings, 

* Criſpt, and curld, and wondrous ſweet, 
* But modcſt too, and veild toth feet, 


«© Which 


upon the CANTICLES, 


« Which in their courſes, all attend, 

« And forth their Odours all do ſend, 

« The Springs to perfume, and thy way, 

«Riſe up my Love, my Fair One, come away ! 
Thus, thus but ſofter *twas he ſpake, 

With words a very Rock would break, 

And e'ven in Stones impreſſion make 3 

Hark, azd you too, O Friends, may hear him ſp:ak' 


SPONSUS, 


Columba mea in foraminibus, &c, 


Y DOVE, that in the Cliffs doſt dwell, Sponſus, 
And there to ſtones thy gricts doſt tell, 

To ftones, which nor Thy plaints can hcar, 
Nor a part with Thee in them bear, 
Not lend one figh, nor ſhed one tear, 

Come forth of Heaven, and me belov'd, 

And be to a better Seat remov'd ! 
To one leſs deat thy prayers dircct, 
Whom as Thy (elf, but more they may affect 
Make them, my Love, make them to me, 
And let me Her, who makes them ſee! 
Thy Voice, tho hoarſe with calling grown, 
And almoſt to Thy ſelf unknown, 
To me as ſweet, as Cre it was, 
As Charming ſeems, and full of Grace 3 
And thy fair Eyes, with tears' be ſpent, ) 
Look through the liquid Chryſtal tar more Orient, 
* For why to Heav*n no pompous Sacrihce, 
* Than Holy Prayer can more accepted riſc: 
* And the Lambs Bride no richer Garment wears, 
* Than ſimple White, or poudrcd with her pearly tears» 
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Come 
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Come then of Heav n, and me belov'd, | 
And be to a better Seat remov'd ! 
——SHE comes, ſhecomes, I ſee her come, 

The Clifts, that held her, make her room 3 

And ſioop their Heads, to plain her way, 

Our Lawns reflect her brighter ray ! 

Take us the while, the Foxes take, 

Which in our Vineyards Burroughs make! 

The little Foxes, which diſpoil 

Our Vincs, into a Gin beguile 3 

For there's a blcthng in our Vine 3 

The tender Grape begins to ſhine, : 

A blcfſing of its own, her blciling 't has, atid mine. 


SPONS A. 


Dileitas mens mihi, &C. 


Sponſa. HO would not ſuch a Dear One love, 
Who thus, and thouſand ways does prove, 
How conſtant Hc, how great my bliſs ? 
My* BELOVED's MINE, and 1 AM HIS: 
His, who amongſt the Lillies feeds, 
And with them to be crown'd, firſt for them bleeds. 
O! were that Day come, and the Night 
Gone, which retards Thy gladfome ſight ! 
Haſten it, LOVE, and bring the Day, 
The ſhadows ſoon will flee away, 
TE / If Thou on Bethers top appear, 
%! Switt as the ficet wing-footed Deer 3 
. On Bethers top ſhedding Thy Light, 
Fleet as their heels, and than their horns more bright. 


Car. 


wpon the CANTICLES. 


C AP. III. 


DOLOR DE ABSENTIA SPONSI. 
SEP1TAS is. 


— —— 


——_— 


SPONSA. CHORUS Amicorum Sponfs. 


SPONSA SOLA. 
In L:ulo mco per Notes, 


5 

T WAS Night, a fad and diſmal Night, S$ponſa, 
Without onCglim'ot chearful Light 3 
Silence, and horror ſeiz'd its place, 
And rioted ith* empty ſpace 3 
When wake'd with dread, Lo! all alone 
I found my ſelf, my LOVE was gone, 
With trembling Hand, to hind him out, 
I felt, I ſought, but found him not. 
At laſt thus to my («lt I faid, 
*Ple up, and fee whither he? is itray'd : 
« Fearleſs the City compals round, 
«* Nor give o're till my LOVE is found. 
* No labour ſpare ith* queſt, or pains, 
* Through the broad Strects, and narrow Lancs, 
©* But every Lane, and every Street, 
* Mcaſure out with my weary Feet, 
* And thus, or find him, or thus prove, 
* My truth to His, and to my Love. 
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v7), T ſpake, I roſe, but in vain ſought, 
4 And tir'd my (ſclf, yet found him not, 
Him I found not, but they found me, 
Who the City-Warders be ; 
And in thcir Night-walks compaſs it, 
Amarz'd a ſtricter Watch to mcet, 
And thus themſelves firſt askt to be, 
* Him, whom my Soul loves did you ſee ? 
My ſteps ſcarce from them could I move, 
But I found Him my Soul does love. 
I held him faſt, nor would let go my hold, 
Chaſt in my Love, and in his Favour bold, 
Till to my Mothers Houſe I brought Him, 
- Andall my adventurous ſearch had taught him, 
To the glad room, where I was born, 
But in my Birth leſs joyous than in his return. 
And now, fair Daughters of Jeruſalem, 
Who are, and to your ſelves more glorious ſeem, 
In his attendance than your own fair ſtem 3 
| By the Hills, and by the Launs, 
i By the Rocs, and by the Fauns, 
3 By the Ficlds, and by the Woods, 
By the Springs, and by the Floods, | 
All that I or you count dear, 
All he loves, and all I fear : | 
I charge you, I charge you not to awake 
My LOVE from the reſt, which now he does take, 
Till himſelt plcaſes the ſignal to make ! 
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CHORUS 
Amicorum $ ponſt. 


Dae eſt iſta que aſcendit per, &c. 


V C comes, 
V HAT fair One 's that, who from the Deſert Chr 
Strait as a Palm, and breathing Odorous Gums 3 ; 
1 Orlike thoſe Pil'ars, which from th* Altar riſc, 
Of myſtic Smoak, on which Heav'ns Pavement lics 3 
Th expiring Soul of Myrrh, to its laſt abode 
| Haſting, as if *twould be it ſelf a God ? 
So choice a Beauty, and Divincly fair, 
A mcen fo lovely, and fo bright an Air, 
Centred in whom all juſt Pertcftions mect, 
The Wiſe, the Good, the Awtul, and the Sweet, 
Is only worthy him, whoſe {acred Love, 
None equal knows, but his, who reigns above. 
Behold his Bed ( his Bed that's Salomons, 
| As far as Heav'n admits compariſons ) 
No Queen need dread the tcrrors of the Night, 
{ With fuch a Watch, ſo*appointed, and o bright, 
About it Sixty valiant Grooms attend, 
Such as for triumph Iſrael torth do's ſend. 
All valiant Men, and expert all in War, 
Girt as in Fight her mighty Conquerours arc 3 
Each with his Sword upon his guarded Thigh, 
| And able each an Army to dety, | 
| But whoſe united Forces all mect here, | 
To keep the Poſt and drive thence grizly fear. 
A Chair the King, of Cedar too has made, n 
The cleaneſt Trees that Libanus Cre had, j' 
Whoſe Balli'ſters are of fineſt Silver wrought, ? | 
The floor of Gold, from Ophirs txcaſures brought ; - {| 
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Its Cano'py of the richeſt Tyrian dye, 
Enough to upbraid a meaner Majeſty. 
Such the Materials, but Art Divine, 
Ith* Workmanſhip does Nature far out-ſhine. 
For all with winged Loves tis Carv'd around, 
Love in more various poſtures ne*re was found, 
Some on Heav*ns Meflage flying, from above, 
Thither advancing ſome our mortal: love, 
Which all retin'd, like Prophets, others Preach, 
But learn of Sions Daughters, whom they ſeem to teach, 
— Theſe are the ſhadows, fair One, of that bliſs 
Awaits Thy love, and all are Myſteries : 
Which nonc, but he that's Wiſe, can underſtand, 
Nor any write but with a guided Hand, 


SPONSA. 
Epgredimini + videte filie Sion, 


D AUGHTERS of Feraſalem, 


The faireſt Sprouts of Sons ſtem, 
Come forth, my Friends, come forth, and ſee 
What mine, and what your Honours be! 
You will remember th' happy Day, 

( And well remember it, you may ) 
When firſt your King receiv'd his Crown, 
King Salomon, and 'twas his own, 

Not of the Kingdom but of his Love 
And it the fairer Crown did prove. 

From *his Mothers Hands the joyful Son, 
On 'his Nuptial Day receiv'd the Crown. 
But ſuch a Son, and ſuch a Mother, 
Vying Glories cach with th* other, 

And ſuck a Crown, and ſuch a Day, 
When in chaſt Joys diſſolv'd they lay, 


wpon the CANTICLES, 


The happy Bridegroom, and the Bride, 

And you, their Friends, on either ſide, 

If once again you'd wiſh to ſee, 

And greater Joys than thoſe could be, 

Come, and my greater S 4A LO MON behold, 
More glorious in his Love, than he in all his Gold, 


A PARAPHRASE 


C a y. IV. 


Dir! 5 ſit iv. 
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SPONSUS, SPONSA. 


SPONSAUS. 


Duam Pulchra es Amica mea, 
| 


( Fair, 
Sponſw. JYEHOLD Thou Part fair, my Love, behold Thou art 
Let the World know, and know it Thou ; 
But ( alas! ) what Thy hidden Beautics are, 
Nor thou, nor that, till by me taught, can know : 
Till Thee, by all that's Beautcous I compare, 
And after all rcjoyn, Thou *art yet more Fair, 


II. 


Begin my Song ! But where ſhall I begin ? 

Ah! where, but with Thy Dove-like Eyes, 
Thoſe Doors of Dia*mond, which firſt let me in, 
And of my Paſſion, were the Virgin prize ? 
Love thence redoubled on me his thick ſtroaks, 
But, fallying forth, lay fetter'd in thy Locks. 


II. Locks 
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III, 


Locks of that Head, which does like Gilead ſhine, 
When on the Golden Fleeces there, 

The jealous Sun, juſt ready to decline, 

Ith* mid-way ſtops, his Trefles to compare 3 

But brighter far, and longer too are they, 

Than Sun-beam, in the faireſt Summer-day. 


IV, 


Such is thy Hair, thy Teeth like couples thence, 
All waſht in Aenons ſireams, and ſhorn ; 
In Aenons Silver ſtreams, and riling whence, 


To th? joyful ſhearing Houſe new waſht they' are born: 


Each has its make, and Twins they bear all round, 
Nor is a barren One ith* number tound. 


V, 


And as Thy Teeth, ſuch are Thy Lips, their Fence, 
The pureſt Wooll, with the* noble(t Dye 

And every graceful Word, that's uttrcd thence, 

On purple Wings, to Thy” lovers Heart does flie 3 

Thy Cheeks, hid under Thy bright Curls, appear 

Like ſhaded Pomgranates, but ſhine moxe clear. 


VI. 


But, O, Thy Neck, that Tower impregnable, 
How full of Beauty, and of Dread ? 

Like that of David, built for a Cittadel 

With thouſand ſpoyls of the? Living and the Dead. 

A thouſand Shields ot th* Mighty hang up there, 

All mighty Shields, and but thy Necklace are. 


VII. Yet' 
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VII. 


Yet ſuch a Cittadel, and ſuch a Tower, 

To guard thoſe Twins there was but nced, 
Thoſe two Roe-twins, of all the Herd the Flower, 
Which under it, among the Lillics feed 
Thy two fair Breaſts, which yet to Lillies give 
A tinQure brighter, than they thence receive. 


VIIL 


Till the Day come, my Love, theBridal-Day, 
For which thou leſs than I doſt long 3 

Till the Nights ſhadows ſwittly flee away, 

A while I'll Ieave Thee, a little while be gone: 

To th* Hills of Myrrh, and Frankincenſe I'll go, 

And fetch the Morning, as it *gins to blow. 


I'X 


Yet (ah!) I cannot leave Thee, Love, thus ſoon, 
My Love thus ſoon I cannot leave 3 ; 

Our Flocks may gaze, for *tis yet ſcarce High-noon, 

And we, till Folding time, the Hours deccive. 

Thou art all fair, my Love, all fair Thou art, 

And firſt I'll die, ere from Thee thus depart. 


Xs 


Rathera while, my Love, let *us hand in hand, 
' To Liban walk, and Amana; 
Shenir, and Hermon, which large views command, 
And thence fee how our Lambs do feed and play, 
Whether unſcar'd they from the Lions reſt, 
Or Leopards paws, and where the' next Folding's beſt. 
XI. They 


won the CANTICLES. 


x1. 

( heart, 

They *are ſafe,my SPOUSE, they” are ſafe, but (Oh ) my 
SISTER, my Heart (Oh ) where is't gone? 

For gone it is, I know, by the* plealing ſmart 3 l 
Welfare poor Heart, that's from its Maſter flown! 
But this one glance, one Eyes bright glance has done :; 
Who's proof tor both, it thus Thou wound'ſt with One? 


XII, 


Yet as Thow' haſt tane my Heart, fo keep it faſt ! 

A ſingle Chain is ſtrong enough, 
One link o*th* Chain, with which thy Neck is grac'd, 
To hold, faſt hold a never fiarting Love 3 
My SPOUSE, my SISTER, I'm Thy Captive made, | 
Bind him, nor of Thy Priſo'ncr be atraid ! | 


XIIL 


A willing Captive, Priſoner of Thy love, 

Which gueſs how ſtrong, and fair it is 3 
So ſtrong *t has drawn me trom my Throne above, 
And truly hides a God in this diſguiſe : 
So fair, that Thee no leſs to Heav'n *t ſhall raiſe, 
To Crown Thy Maker with Immortal Bays. 


XIV, 


But this, till to* Heav*n we come, I'll let alone, 

Nor canſt Thou underſtand it yet 
Wherefore Thy Love by things to Thee well known; ( 
As thou canit bear, I will betore Thee ſet | 
To Wine compare 't, tho better *tis than Wine, 
Azd all Thy Odours are of race Divine. 


XV. Thy 
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XV, 


Thy Lips, my SPOUSE, drop as the Hony-comb, 
Hony and Milk are in Thy Tonguez 

Some drops for Sulten'ance, and for Med'cine ſome, 

The Weak to nouriſh, and confirm the Strong ; 

Like Libanws, Thy pertum'd Garments ſmell, 

Liban, that docs all Mounts, for Sweets excel. 


XVL 


All, but that Garden, in the holy Mount, 
Where I deſign three Nights to lic, 
In Spices wrapt, as Prophets ſhall recount, 
And notice give the World, when the? time draws nigh; 
Yet ſuch a Garden, and fo ſweet art Thou, 
My SPOUSE, my SISTER, when Thy Spices blow, 


# 


XVII. 


A Garden fenc'd, and all enclos'd around, 
Lockt up, and double is the Key, 
With a quick Spring, that waters the? holy Ground, 
And all its parching Fervors docs allay 3 
Put ſo ſcal'd up, the curious paſſer by 
With Foot ne*rc foild, ne're faw it with his Eyc. 


XVIII 


To none but its own ſacred Plants it flows, 
Making the place a Paradiſc, 
Where nothing noxious, cr forbidden grows, 
Nothing, but what will make one truly wiſe; 
Or make, or pleaſe, or truly keep one fo 3 
For all there plantcd, as its Trees do grow 
XIX, The 
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XIX. 


The Pomgranate is there, and there the Date, 

The Spikenard, and the Cypreſs Tree, - 
Spikenard and Saffron, and hi'ther brought of late, 
The ſweet-Cane, Cinamom, and all forts that be 
Of Frankincenſe, Myrrh, Aloes, and a Train 
Of Princely Spices, wont in th* Ealt to Reign, 


XR Xs 


There Reign they, but here ſerve my Love, and me, 
Whoſe Fountain all their drought ſupplics, 

And flows fo largely, conſtant, and fo tree, 

Th' whole World may have tor its neceſſities: 

ordan that ſacred, and perpetual Flood, 

Had not more ſtreams, when like the Sea on heaps it ſtood, 


SPONS 4. 
Surge Aquilo &> vent Auſter, 
I, 


ATHER Winds, that gently ride, Sponſa. 
On downy Feathers, through the Skic, 
You, that ith* cold North abidc, 
And Southern Galcs, which cold dchie! 


IT, 


North-Wind awake, and Thou, O South, 
And gently on my Garden blow 3 

Blow, gentle Winds, with different Mouth, 
That all its various ſcents may flow ! 


III. Then 


A PARAPHRASE 


IIL 


Then on your Wings the Perfumes take, 
And bear them with you gently Home 
More grateful your return they'll make, 
And th* young Winds wonder whence you cone, 


I'V. 
But why, O Winds, fir(t call I you, 
Let my BELOVED rather come ! 


More than your Gales his Breath can do, 
Not ſhow, but make tny beſt Petfume; 


V. 


Why comes he not ? Ah! where's the Lett? 
Now that his Garden's in its prime, 
Now that his Fruits arc ft to cat, 
And may be worle another time ? 


upon the CANTICLES. 


V. 


b_— —— 


SPONSUS. SPONSA. CHORUS. $45 


S'PONSUS. 


Veni in Horturm meum Soror. 


[| HEARD Thee call, my Sift-r, my SPOUSE, C 
I heard Thee call, and I came away 3 ponſix. 
To my Garden I came, and as Lovers uſe, 

Have gath'red each Flower in my Walk that lay 3 
My Mytrh, and my Spices, and all that is rare, 
And thus to my Garden T1! often repair. 


IL 


+$0 pleaſed I was with each choice delight, 
And delights ſuch as Thine I but rarely meet 3 
That, ſcarce knowing how, I forgot my ſelf quite, 
Nor took time enough to chooſe only the ſweet 3 
My Hony and Hony-comb at once devour'd, 
And with my Wine, Milk into the Bowl pour'd. 


D III, 


Sponſa, 


A PARAPHRASE 


I1TI, 


Chear up, my Friends, and eat your fill, 
Chear up, and cat, here's ſtore enough, 
Thanks to my bounteous Love, 
And drink, drink plenteouſly, what each one will! 
* Who fears cxccfs, or fondly thinks to ſpare, 
* Diſparages that Heav'n, whoſe Guelts we arc. 


SPONS A. 


Ego dornio, & cor men vigilat. 


Au as I ſlept, but with my waking mind, 

( My Heart ſlcpt not, tho ſleep my Eyes did bind, 

And on my Temples his ſoft Fillet ti'd, 

But asIflept and ) dead to all belide, 

Liv'd tomy LOVE, a VoiceI ſeem'd to hear, 

A ſhrilling Voice, and pitteovs, pierc't my ear 3 

A Voice well known, *twas my BELOVED's Voice, 

And at the Door he made th appointed Noiſe, 

Knocking, and calling, Why comes not my Love ? 

* Open my SISTER, my *Undehl'd, my Dove, 

* Open, I pray Thee, nor be fo unkind, 

* Thus to treat him, who's come thy Love to find 

* A long, and weary Journey come ith* Night, 

* Weary and wet, by the Moon's dusky Light. 

*Lo! how my Head with the moiſt Dew is fill'd, 

* And the Nights drops through all my Curls diftil'd! 
* And art Thou come, I flatteringly repli'd, 

* But why, my Dear, fo late, without a Guide ? 

< I tear it much, but (ah!) I'm now in Bed; 

* And many a fad diſtruſt nights horrors breed, on 
ere 
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« Flere in the dark, ith* dark here all alone 3 

« My Veſts put off, How ſhall I put it on ? 

« My Feet are walht too from the Days foul ſoil, 

« Nor with new ſullics would I them dehle., 

« O, how I tremble, and would gladly riſe, 

&« But dare not, ( Oh! Y Idarc nor, LOVE how dark it is! 
I ſpake, but *twas excuſe: To be deni'd, 

Unwilling he, (till for admiſſion cry'd, 

Drawing the Latch, and lifting with his Hand 

The eafie Doors grieving he thus ſhould ſand, 

My Heart was in me mov'd, and I began 

To pitty him, and my* unjuſt ſelt diſdain 3 

At his ſo meek attendance did relent, 

And of my own unlovelike words repent. 


So up Iroſc in haſte,* and let him in, 'C 


Who was my LOVE, and had fo paticnt been, 

I roſe, :nd to the Door like Lightning flew, 

To th' very place, where he the Latch hrit drew. 

My Hands dropt Myrrh, which on the Door he left, 
Pure Myrrh, incve*ry chink of th* Door, and clctt, 
Myrrh on the Lock, in every ward was Myrrh, 

And Myrrh, where every butie Finger I could tiir. 
But opening, — Woe's mc ! he was gone 3 
Himſelf, my dearett LOVE, had thence withdrawn. 
My Soul was gone too, rouſcd as 1 Jay, 

And heard him ſpeak, but with him fled away. 

So penfive, all about I for him ſought, 

Sought curiouſly about, but found him not: 

Call'd him by Name, begg'd his rcturn to have, 
Icald, and ſought, but he no anſwer gave. 

Nor hear, nor find him could I, but they found me, 
They, who the Warders of the City be: 

Unlike in Court'fie, tho alike in Name 

Thoſe Juſtones, to*'whom in my tirit ſearch T came, 
Who let me paſs unwrong'd 3 t eſe barbi'rouſly 
Struck, and did more than firike, have wounded me: 
D 2 And 
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And though by place, and office bound to look 
No? aſſaults be made, my torn Vail rudely took, 
But you, fair Daughters of Jeruſalem, 
From whom much better things to my I ſeem, 
Worthy your ſelves, and worthy your bright ſtem. 
If you chance my Love to hnd, 
Virgins, be to? a Virgin kind! 
It you chance my LOVE to meet, 
Virgins, be to a Virgin ſweet! 
Sweet, and kind fo Love to y'on be, 
As you are kind, and ſweet tome! 
I charge you, Icharge you by all that is dear, 
My LOVE to inform, that his Wounds I do bear, 
Sick to death with his Love, without his care. 


CHORUS Filiarum Hieroſolymitanarum. 
Qualis eſt DileFus tuus. 


AIREST of Women, it we find 
Thy LOVE, well to Thy ſuit be kind. 

Faireſt of Women, if we mcet 
Thy LOVE, we'll be as Thou art, ſweet, 
( Sweet, and kind, ſo Love to us be 
As we are kind and ſweet to Thee! ) 
Tell him all thou haſt charg'd us, 
In terms, like Thine, obſcquious. 
But, it unſcaſonable it is not, 
Nor we be too o're curious thought, 
Be pleas'd t* adviſe us, what above 
All other Lovers, is Thy LOVE, 
In Air, and rich Endowments large, 
That us Thou giv'ſi ſo ſtrict a charge? 


SPONS A. 


—_— _— 
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SPONS A. 


DileF us mens candidus © rubicundas. 


Far Ones, tho that, which you of me require, Sponſa, 
And which my felt ſhould in your place defire, 
Be far above all Art, or Skill of mine 
As it deſerves in Colqurs to deſign, 
Yet that I may my juſt Compliance ſhow, 
The belt that's in my power Þ'll gladly do. 
Help, help me LOVE, to give cach part its grace, 
Nor from my humble Verſe, or Heart, their Lines efface ! 
WHITE, and ruddy is my LOVE, 
As when the Roſe and Lilly firove. 
White and pure, as Mid-day Light 3 
Ruddy as Clouds that flie the Night, 
And &en ore-taken bluſhing run, 
Bluſhing to ore-take the ſetting Sun, ; 
And wiſh him in the Sea headlong plunge down, ). 
The Banner worthy 'alone to bear, 
Under which Myriads liſicd are, 
Around his Head a Ray divine, 
Bright as the purelt Gold does ſhine. 
His Locks as any Raven black, 
Hang in looſe Curls a-down his Back. 
His Eyes like Doves by* a Rivers fide, 
Well fet, and with a decence wide, 
As waſht in Milk, are lovely white, 
But ſparkling Fire from the killing ſight. 
His Cheeks with ſpicy mixtures flow, 
Flourets ith* downy Borders grow. 
His Lips the choicc(t Myrrh dittill, 
Lillies the parting Valley till. 
D 3 His 
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His Hands with Rings of Berril ſet, 
Of Jacyn&, and of Chryſolct, 
His Cheſt *s like poliſhe Ivory, 
--”, * Whoſe Veins of liquid Saphir lie. 

Two Pedeſials of folid Gold 
His Marble-pillar'd Thighs uphold. 

j Libanus only is his Peer, 
Itty faireſt Cedar growing there. 
Strait as a Cedar and as tall, 
( By Trees to expreſs the Natural ) 
But when he ſpeaks, ſo *himſelt he is, 
With every Grace, and every Bliſs, 
Whole Liba'nus is unht to be, 
With all its ſtores, the Pourtraict of his Deity, 


'Uf; Such, fair Daughters of Jean, 

\ Such is'my LOVE, and ſuch my Friend 3 

| If ſuch an One you chance to find, . ; 
ſ) Sciſe him for mc, when yhave by th* Marks diſcover'd 


4) ( him, . 


| 


wpon the CANTICLES, 


V T. 
AMBITIO SPONSE. 


OO een mo _ — — — - — — — 


CHORQS Filiarum Hierojely mitanariunt. Car.7. 
SPONSA, SPONSUS, CHO RUS 


alter Mulicrum & Gentivus, 
CHORUS. Fil, Ei. 


Ono abiit Diledus tins O *Pultkerrizia 2 


\ HITHER 1s thy BELOVED £0ONe, Chorus. 
Fairclt of Womcn, whithcr turn'd afide ? 
Tell us, it Thou haſt his rctircments known, 
Or deipn Thy felt to be our Guide | 
In every place, we'll with Thee ſcek Him our, 
And hnd, or clſe be found of Hinf they” ſou he. Fre . 


S *P () N FS A. 


Dile@us mens dcſcendit in Mortixs, 


Dow to his Garden niy BI.LOVED went. 
To? his Gardcn, as Ithought, with tull intent? 
D 4 The 
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The Beds of Spices, in his Walk to ſee, 
How freſh and verdant in his Livery. 
There to divert a while, and feed his Flock, 
ti 4 And new-blown Lillies gather from his Stock. 
hs ——But ( Lo! ) I ſee him, this way the ſteps incline, 
vi T my BELOVED's AM, and HE IS MINE. 
l |/ His, none but his, who *mongſt the Lillies feeds, 
1 And with them to be Crown'd, firſt for them bleeds,. 


SPONSUS. 
Pulchra es Amica mea, &c. 


I. 


"WH; SE J$LOL-5 


Sponſus. ELOVED; Thou *art fair,my Love,behold Thou *ars 
As Tirza, which for Empire ſtrove (fair, 
With th holy City*, and with it would compare 3 
Fair as Feriſalem, coming from above : 
So fair art Thou, but dreadful too withal, 
As a rang'd Phalanx, at the Trumpets call. 


IL. 


Ah! from me turn thoſe killing Eyes away, 
Too piercing is their beauteous fight 3 
F I yield, my Love, I yield, Thou halt gain'd the Day, 
Jl And all in vain I ſee it is to fight: 
"Wt \ Thou need'ſ but only look to overcome 3 
| And, bound in Chains, thy Captives are led home. 


I'F IIL 
b | Chains of that Hair, that does like Gilead ſhine, 


When on the Golden Fleeces there, | 
The 


TRhAL 


won the C ANTICLES. 
The jealous Sun, juſt ready to decline, 


1th? Mid-Heav'n ſtops, his Treſſes to compare 3 


But brighter far, and longer much are they, 
Than Sun-beam in the faireſt Summer-day. 


I'V. 


Such are Thy Locks, Thy Teeth like couples thence, 


All waſht in Aenons Streams, and ſhorn, 
In Aenons Silver Streams, and rifing whence, 


To th? joyful Shearing-houſe, new waſht they *are born : 


Each has it's make, and Twins they bear all round, 
Nor is a Barren one ith* number found. 


V. 


Thy Checks, which underneath Thy Temples lic, 
And there their modeſt bluſhes hide, 

In ſuch a Vail, as does all Art dehie, 

( Nature for Virgins does that Vail provide } 

Thy Cheeks, all vaild within Thy Curls, appear 

Like ſhaded Pomegranats, but ſhine moreclear. 


VL 


Tho threeſcore Queens, and fourſcore Concubines, 
And Virgins numberleſs there be; 

Ten thouſand Virgins, Concubines, and Queens, 

Nor are, nor ever were fo fair as She : 

She, who's my Dove, my Undefid, the One, 

Mine and her Morthers, more than all, alone. 


VII. 


The Virgins ſaw her, and their bleſſings ſent, 
Heav'ns tendreſi bleſſings on her ſhour'd 3 


As 
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As if th' offticious drops they on her ſpent, 
Should on themſelyes again, in ſtreams be pour'd ; 
The Queens, and Concubines by different ways, 
Whom yet they envi'd, could not chuſe but praiſe, 


CHORUS Mulierum & Gentibus, 
Que eſt iſta que progreditur quaſs Aurora ? 


Chorus, y y HAT fair One *s that, who like the Day, 
From its dark Priſon broke away, 
Comes gently on, all crownd with Light, 
if The Rotic-ftingred Morn in white 5 
| And as She ſtill does draw more near, 
Still more radiant does appear ? 
How fair She is, as Mid-night Moon, 
Radiant too as Mid-day Sun 3 
Clear, and bright, but terrible withal, 
Asa rang'd Phalanx at the Trumpets call, 


SPONSA 9ola. 


Deſcendi in Hortum Nucun. 


? Sponſa. 
| ; _ D OWN to my Garden am I come and here, 
How freſh, how verdant all my Fruits appear! 
*F To ſee I'm come, how my Nuts cluſters grow, 
How my Vines ſhoot, and the Pomgranats blow, 
! But hold! ——What ſudden change is it I feel ? 
| What *tis I know not, how I cannot tell 
| But now, methinks, I mount, and now I flie: 
Lo! how the Earth, and Clouds beneath me lie 3 , 
Ar, 


wpon the CANTICLES, 


And now to th* Empyrean I approach, 
And ſtarry is my Way, a Cherub is my Coach, 


CHORUS Mulierum e Gentibus. 


Revertere, Revertere Sunamitis. 


\ \ Hither, O Sulamite, whither & faſt, 
And why thus ſoon, to leave us, all this haſte ? 
Return, O Sulamite, return, that we 
On <qual ground may thy chaſt Beauties ſee! 
Return, that we a while may on Thee gaze 
Return, or us together with Thee raiſc. 


SPONS A. 
Dnid videbis in Sunamite 2 


Aw too o're curious, and too over-bold, 


What is't you'd in the Sulamite behold ? 
What is't, when all that you can in her ſee, 
Are but the Linesof a tremendous Majeſty. 
As when two Armies ready are to joyn, 


And with ſtern Looks, to th* onſet give the Sign. 


Chorus. 


Sponſa. | 


APARAPHEASE 


VII, 
AMORES MUTUI. 


SPONSUS S'PONSA. 


S'PONSUS. 
Quam pulchri ſunt greſſus tui in calceamentis # 


({cend, 


Sponſus, Fai R One, who doſt from Loins of Kings de- 


The King, whoſe Empire docs o're all extend, 
Beyond thoſe Worlds, which undiſcovered lie, 

Ith* boundleſs circuit of th* All-embracing Skie, 
Let others, as they pleaſe, recount Thy praiſe, 

I from the ground its Monument will raiſe, 

Thoſe parts of Thee which have the loweſt place, 
But beauteous in their kind —— 

Thy Feet, which on their well hx'd baſes, bear 
The faireſt Pile, that Nature ere did rear. 

How glorious are they, when Thou lead(t Thy Flock, 
Or on Thy buskins rais'd, or in thy humble Sock ? 
The junQure of Thy Thighs like Jewels are, 

The Work of the moſt fam'd Artihicer, 

Thy Navil ( nor let Scoffers here blaſpheme > 
The Myſteries of the New Feruſalem, 

Or to vile Luſt debaſe the noble Theme.) 

But like a Goblet round Thy Navil is, 

Brim full, and flowing with the richeſt Juice, 


Thy 
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Thy Belly pregnant with a numerous Train, 

Which Heav'*ns void ſpace, ſhall People once again. 
Like heaps of Wheat, with Lillies ſet around, 

Thy Children ſhew, and how their Mother's Crown'd. 
Thy Brelt's like two Twin-Roſes, and Twins they are, 
In all the Herd there's not a lovelier pair. 

Thy Neck is like a Tower of Ivory, 

Hung with the Trophies of Loves Victory. 

Thy Eyes ſurpaſs the Silver Streams, that run 

By Bathrabbim, to th* Pools of Eſſebon, 

Thy Noſe, of perfc& ſhape, like a Fort Royal ſtands, 
Off from Thy Checks, and th* under Plains commands. 
Or like Loves Labyrinth, by the Forreſt ſide, 
Pointing, and to Damaſcus op'ning wide. 

Thy Head's like Carmel, and Thy purple Hair, 

The brighteſt Dye th* Aſſyrian Fleece can bear, 

Fetter'd in its ſoft Chains the King doth lie, 
Enamour'd of the Bands of his Captivity. 

How fair art Thou ! how made for all delight ! 
Slender, clean Limb'd, and, as a Palm, upright ? 
Grow, happy Tree, the Queen of all the Wood, 
Grow, as Thou doſt, leſs great than Thou art good! 
In whoſe warm Boſom, the Vines cluſters reſt, 

And ſhew, and ſeem themſclves, the {wellings of Thy 

Up to the Palm-Tree I'll aſcend, Ifaid, (Brett, 
Palm in my Hand 3 with Palm Ill crown my Head 3 
The bluſhing cluſters with my Lips I'll ſeiſe, 

And all their winy juyce, rich Wines expreſs: 

With which enflam'd, T1! cooling Apples take, 

Apples, the beſt repaſt that Lovers make 3 

Apples, whoſe Cordial they the beſt can tell, 

Apples, which like Thy pertum'd Breath do ſme 1. 
Apples, Thy Breath : Thy Speech is gencrous Wine, 
That ſparkles in the Cup, and gives its ſhine 3 

Moves it ſelf right, to my Beloved goes, 

Goes as it can, and all its Wonders ſhows : 

Making 


= 
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Making the Lips of thoſe, who ſleep to ſpeak, 
And at one touch their Chains and lilence break. 


46 


SPONSA. 


Ego Diledo mee, & ad me conver(io ejus. 


_ I BELOVED's am alone, 
And beſide me has he none 
None befide me does he love, 
Equal none, and none above. 
Mine he is and mine alone, 
And belide him have I none; 
None beſide him do I love, 
Equal none, and none above. 
Come then my LIFE, ah! come away! 
Ith* City let's not ever ſtay 
But look how our Fields do ſmile, 
And in the Villas lodg a while. 
There, with the Sun, We'll early riſe, 
And viſiting our Naurſcries, 
See how the Vines their Branches ſpread, 
And the young Grape ſhoots forth his head ; 
And how the Pomgranates do blow, 
But then my LOVE leſs ruddy ſhow, 
My Loves there will I to Thee give. 
Loves in the Country happie*lt live. 
The Mandrag's there, that Love excites, 
The Mandrag, chict in Loves delights 
Which forward now, begins to *appear, 
And fumes our Gates with it's Rotic Hair. 


With 
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With many a Fruit, and many a Flower, 
Which I will in Thy Boſom pour. 

Store of Pleaſures, new, and old, 

More than can of Tongue be told. 
More, if poſlible, than enough, 

And all reſerv'd for Thee, my LOVE. 


4 PARAPHRASE 


VIIL. 
CATASTROPHE. 


Car. SPONSA CHORUS Gentin, 
SPONSUS. 


SPONS A. 


Outs mihi det te Fratrem meum 2 


Sponſa. || 
LOVE, but cannot yet my LOVE injoy, 

Ah! Love that Thou ſhould'ſt have ſo much alloy ! 
Still forme nice thing to interrupt Our bliſs, 
Something to fault, which yet we would not mils! 

This as I think, I wiſh Thou wert my BROTHER, 
Thou my Soul loves, the Son of my own Mother: 
How would I *embrace Thee then, and kiſs thine Eyes, 
Where e're I meet Thee, ſafe from baſe ſurmize ! 
Home would I lead Thee to my Mothers Houſe, 
And, by her taught, the happy Moment uſe 3 
Talk o're our Loves, fill, fill the Wine, 
The {picy blood of th* Pomgranate and Vine, 
Satiat e with which, Thou ſhould'ſ thy Left-hand place 
Under my Head, whole me with the* right embrace. 
'Tis done, and ſee he ſleeps 


Fait 
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Fair Daughters of Jeruſalem, | 
Who are, and to your ſelves more glorious ſeem, & 
In our attendance, than your own bright Stem, 

By the Hills, and by the Launs, 

By the Roes, and by the Fauns, 

By the Fields, and by the Woods, 

By the Springs, and by the Floods, 

All that I or you cqunt dear, 

All he loves, and all I fear: 
I charge you, I charge you not to awake 
My LOVE, from the reſt, which now he does take; 
Till himſelf pleaſes the fignal to tmake ! 


CHORUS Gentinin. Chorus, 
ne eſt iſta, que aſcendit de deſcrto 2 


vV ( expreſs 
HAT fair One's that (but words can nc'er 
How fair ſhe is ) who from the Wilderneſs, 


Leaning on her BELOVED's Arm aſcends, 

And hitherward their amo'rous Journey tends. 

They *are come, and now approach't ſo near, 

That wer't not rudeneſs, we their privacies may hear. 


WV) 


S P O N S '#, S. Sponſas, 
Sub arbore malo ſuſcitati te, 


— Tr *twas, under the Apple-Trec, 
Where firſt I found, and firſt rais'd Thee. 
Thy Mother there her Fruit diſclos'd, 


And there thou firſt didſt lie expos'd, 
E And 
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Sponſa, 
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Ard hadſt lain ill, but that I came, 
I cd to Thy rcicue, by my firſt Loves pureſt flame, 


SPONS A. 


*Pone me ut ſgnaculunz ſuper Cor. 


Brsr, evcr bleſſed be that Day. 
When tus Thou cam'elt, and thus I lay ! 
O let us never, never part, 
But make mc* a Scal upon Thy Heart! 
A Badg Thou on Thy Arm maylt wear, 
That where Thou art, I may be there, 
And never, ncver from Thee part, 
But always on, or next Thy Heart ! 
* For love, ( And who loves more than I? ) 
*© Stronger than Death, docs Death dehie. 
* His Conquelis like the Graves, extend, 
* And further, up to Heav*n his flames aſcend. 
© But never was there ſuch a Flame, 
« As that, in which to me he came; 
* So dreadful, ſcorching, and fo bright, 
*I bleſt, but tremblcd at the fight. 
* A Fircz Love was himſfelt that Fire, 
* Which in no Waters will expirc: 
* But, cve*'n in Floods, ſecurely lives, 
« And all their watry threats ſurvives. 
* Nor quench, nor drown it can the Flood, 
* Nor buy it, all the ſeeming good 
* This World, that mighty Chapman, boaſis 
© In his vali Trathque through all Coalts, 
* For ſo invaluablc is its price, 
* And its exchange ſo monlitrous highdoes riſe, C 
*'The Univerlc too little is tor *its Merchandile. 


CHORUS, 


— 


| 
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CHORUS Gentinm, &c. 


Chorus. 


Soror noſtra parva & ubera non habet, 


A LITTLE Siſter yet we have, 
For whom we'd Loves atliſtance crave, 
Young, and little, though ſhe *is yet, 
And her Breſt not fully ſer, 
Tho as yet no Brcaſts ſhe has, 
Grow our Sitter does apace. 
But it thus high Loves price does go, 
What ſhall we for our little Siſtcr do, 
When the time comes, that we ſhould her beſtow ? : 


$PONSUS. wag 


Sz murns eſt edificemus ſuper. 


I: , when grown up, your Siſter prove a Wall, 
We'll on her build a Silver Arcenal 
Defence, and Ornament we'll to her give, 

And all her Stones ſhall, as ith* Quarry, live. 

If, when grown up, your Silter prove a Door, 
With Cedar mouldings we will caſe her ore; 
With Freeze, and Cornice all her Pillars crown, 
And to her ſacred Glorics add our own. 


E 2 SPONSA » 


A PAR APHRASE 


Sponſa, SPONSA. 
Ego Murus & ubera mea ficut Turris. 


Bur Pm a Wall, and my ſoft Breſis full grown, 
Like Towers, upon the ſubject Camp look down. 
My conſtancy to guard the Fort does {tand, 

And dares the rudeſt Shock, of th* rougheſt Hand. 

This as my WELL-BELOVED heard me ſay, 

The Holy Boaſt he did approve 
And in his EyesI found ſuch grace that Day, 
I dare no longerdoubt his Love. 


Sponſix. SPONSUS. 


Vinea fuit Pacifico in ea, &c. 


[| HAVE a Vincyard, fo has Salomon ; 
His at a ditiance lies, in Baal-hannon, 
To Keepers, and to Under-Keepers (ct, 
And Yearly, for a thouſand pieces let. ; 
But mine, the Vineyard that's my own, does lic 

| 


In my own carc, and cverin my Eye. 
Accountable for *its Fruits to me alone, 
And ſharers in them, with me, have I none. 

Compare we now our Vineyards, peacctul King ! 
Which does to *its Lord the greatelt Profit bring ? 
Thine for a thouſand Pieces yields its ſtore | 
Admit it do 3 *tis worth two hundred more, | 
But theſe the Keepers have; Mine is my own, 
Accountable for' its Fruits to me alone, C 
( As for its care) and ſharershavelI none. 
Thou 


wpon theCANTICLE<&, F3 


Thou art that Vineyard, Love, my Vine 
Who in the Flowry Gardens dwelleſt low; _ 
Low, but with all the Stars of th* Garden crown'd 
And Thy Companions fitting Thee around, / 
Attent, and liſtning to Thy tuneful Voice ; 

O, make me hear it, and tulfilmy Joys! 


S'PONS A. Sponſe. 
Fuge Dilefe mi &+ aſſimilare, 8c. 


AT ſo Thou ſhalt — 
—- LOVE, bring the Day, 
Haſte it, LOVE, and come away ! 
On th' Spicy Mountain tops appear, 
Swift as the fleet-wing footed Deer ! 
And driving thence the balctul Night, 
On th* Spicy Mountains ſhed Thy Light, 
Fleet as their heels, and than their Horns more bright ! 


Veni Domine, FE $ UV, Veni cito! 
SOLI DEO GLORIA. 
Cujus Amore inflammato corde hec cecini, 
Inſeins licet, & indignus : Suſype laudes 
Famuli tui, AMEN. 


Apud Hartley Maudet. Com. Southton , in Vigilia 
Aſcenfonis. MDCLXXVII 
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EIIQ'AH, 


THE LEGEND OF LOVE, 


« CANTO. I. 
I. 


ONG, which the God of Love did fit inſpire, 
Not he the blind, and ſottiſh World calls fo, 

No God, nor ought fave a wild raging Fire, 
Which with inceſſant Bellows Luſt docs blow, 
But HE, to whom all things their being owe, 
In whom alone they live, in whom they move, 
And, by his Love made, to perfe&tion grow, | 
All who below adore Him, or above, 

The Mighty Lord of Hoſis, the very GOD of LOVE, 


IL, 


Song, by the very God of Love infpir'd, 

And of a thouſand more the ſacred Chict, 

But wherein Salomon, from himſelf retir'd, 

Not what his Love, but what was his belief, 

( Songs ill became the cauſe of all his Grief, 

It love we to our Mortal Standart bring, 

Whoſe ſpoils arc Robbe'ries,and whoſe God'sa thicf) 

Under Love's borrow'd name to th* World did ſing, 
LOVE is the borrow'd Name, Holy Churches FAITH 

: ( the thing, | 


II. Song, 


” "" 
— Li "——_ es etiond 
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III. 


Song, which the borrow'd Name doſt underſtand, 

And all the Myſteries which in it lie, 

For *tis the Dialect of the Heav*nly Land, 

Nor as to us it ſounds does ſignihe, 

(Bleſt Souls in Love diſcourſe with the moſt High ) 

Thou, who knowſt this, and more than this, whence 

The protanation of the Deity, ( came 

And how this luliful Earth took th* cmpty Name, 
Embracing ſulphu'rous clouds, for its Gods pureſt ame, 


I'V, 


Tell the World, Song, whence firſt its madneſs grew ! 
Who knows not th World is mad ? Thou bcli of all, 
Which, if *twere poſſible Inno'cence to renew, 
To its hr{t Inno'cence wouldit the World rccal, 
And more than crc it loſt ith* wretched Fall : 
By love Thou callit it, and the Voice is known, 
Well known's the Voice, but we too ſenſual, 
So brutiſhe in our Luſts obſcene arc grown, 
That calPd by it's name, we think't an Idol of our own. 


V. 


Yet none of ours is what we* have ftoPn the name, 
That Idol, which we thus with Mirtlcs crown, 
But with our form from Hcav'n at once it came, 
From Heav*n was with a Silver Cord Ict down, 
And into the Souls maſs divincly thrown, 

To be its Salt, miraculouſly contriv'd 3 

And firlt in Heav'n the name of Love was known, 
From whence at length it hither was deriv'd, 


And here a while ſuch, and fo call'd in pleaſure liv'd. 
E 4 VI. In 
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VI. 


In pleaſure *it liv'd, and with its chang'd aboad, 
Strangely ſurprizd, was ſtrangely pleas'd a-while, 
At firſt perceiv'd not the unuſual load, 

But in her Face, who ſhould betray 'it, did {mile, 
As fearleſs, as unconſcious yet of guile; 

And to a Body tho it were delign'd, 

A Body, as the Land of its exile, 

All parts ſo? agreeable, and ſoft did find, 

Its Tour ſcem'd thence cnlarg'd more, than confin'd. 


VII. 


For all with Spirits it did converſe before, 

Jt ſelf a Spi rit, but when the Eternal Mind 
Tonew diſplays of his creating Power, 

In beings of a lower Rank inclin'd, 

Which Angels yet ſhould not come far behind 3 

Soon as the great Reſolve was palt above, 

And Man of all thoſe Works the Lord deſign'd, 
Love the hirſt mover, and che laſt, did move, 

That He, whom all obey'd, o'reall ſhould rule by Love. 


VIII, 


It mov'd thus, and the motion was embrac't, 

Als' Love, that made it downwards took its way 
And viewing how the Bodies parts were caſt, 

Seiz'd, with the Spi'rit, the ſcarce yet moulded Clay, 
Nor for partition, cr nice choice did (tay, 

But blending both together, ſciz'd the whole 3 
Both in the whole, whole both io cach part lay, 
And both together making th* humane Soul, 

Th” aunaCtive Mattcr'did both On, and controul, 
IX, The 
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The Spr'rit gave Life, with what to Life pertain, 

Senſe, Motion, and the ſeveral Facalties, 

A cheerful, goodly, and a pompous Train, 

When ruPd,as they* ought,and manag'd by the Wiſe; 

The wiſe is Love, that th' whole unites, and tics, 

And which, where ere it undiſturb'd does reign, 

Makes th* earthly frame, with th* Heav'nly ſympa- 

Nor to rebel dare any paflion ſtrain, ( thize, 
When o're themreaſon, o're that love does hold the rein. 


X. 


Thus ith* firſt happy Pair, a while Love reign'd, 
And but a whik, with regal Soveraignty, 
Who to its Lore ſo carly both were train'd, 
That Loye it ſelf, as rapt in extaſie, 
Wondred what in dull Fleſh the effets might be « 
It wondred, but ſochaſt, and innocent, 
So Loye-conſpiring every part did ce, 
And (o obſequious to its great intent, 
That Love it ſelf enamour'd was of its deſcent. 


l 


XI. 


Forthy the happy pair, with ſever'd flame, 
Which yet in both was one, to love inclin'd 3 
Two downwards only, but riſe'n whence it came, 
Again colleced in one point, and joynd, 
And ſtill the higherriſe'n, the morexetind 3 
They lov'd, and (o in Heav*n to loveare ſeen 
Bright Seraphs, nor could Differe'nce be afſignd, 
But that the Body here did croud between, 
There by pure Spi'rits was dreſſed out the a” Ov; 
» The 
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XII. 


The new form'd Body here did croud between, 

But all to love was ſo diſpos'd, and made, 

In either Sex, and with ſo Beautcous meen, 

That cither ſeem'd with other well appay'd, 

And Love himſelf the Hymenzal ſaid : 

( For Love 's an He, who proud of what was done, 

And of Man moſt, as faireſt there Pourtraid, 

The form aſſum'd, which likeſt was to? his own, 
And will but as a Male, when ſung in Verſe be known. ) 


XIIL 


Love ſaid it, and Heav'n all he faid approv'd, 
By ſigns authentick, which none durlt deny 
The new Creation in ſoft meaſures mov'd, 
And the whole World of beings, waiting by, 
Bow'd all a-down, and bleſt the Augury, 
They bow'd, and bleſt it, as they waiting ftood, 
They bow'd, and bleſt it each, tho near fo high, 
From the Angelic Natures, to the Brood 

Of Earth-born Vegetables, and God ſaw *twas Good. 


XIV, 


*T was good He faw for Man to have his Make, 

Man faw no lefs *twas good for him to love, 

And in his Arms the Virgin Bride did take, 

With all the? endearments that affetion move, 

Nor Hell that lookt askaunce could th Rites reprove. 

In *his Arms he took her, as Superiour, 

She, as one yet, who would be Conquer'd, ſtrove, 

Till ſafe arriving at the Genial Bowre, 

And conquer'd both, Love cach ſaluted Conquerour. 

XV. There 
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XV. 


There gentle purpoſe did they enterchange, 
And all the innocent delights, that make 
Bleſt Wedlock happy, nor did thiok it range, 
Connubial pleaſures to or leave, or take ; 
For, nor him Inn'ocence did, nor her forſake, 
And they who think it did, or that the place, 
Or ſtate forbad ſuch uſe*ith fordice rake 
Of their own luſty-head, fouly mils the caſe, 
And on God's nobleſt Maſterpiece retort diſgrace. 


[ XVL 


Think fo, who will for me, and bear the ſhame 
Of ſuch fad thought 3 thoſe juſt ones thought not fo 
Nor God, nor Love, who kindled hrtt the flame 
Wherewith they in detire alike did glow, 
Deſire unhappy never till *t would know 
Secrets of knowledg unpermitted it, 
Unhappy knowledg, fource of all our Woe, 
Unhappy Tree, ith* midſt oth, Garden ſet, 

Unhappy feen, but taſted, more unhappy yet ! 


XVII. 


Forbidden therefore *twas, but that alone, 
What elſe beſide Man could, or wiſh, or crave, 
Encloſure, Limit and Reſtraint had none, 
Nor other Law than what Right Reaſon gave 3 
Right Reaſon, unforc'd yet to. be a Slave, 
To 'its under Miniſters, a Lawleſs ſuit 
Of ſtubborn Luſts, when they the Maſicry have, 
Leſsof the Man partaking than the Brute, 

And are thedire cffeds of the forbidden Fruit. 

| XVIII. Too 
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XVIIL 


Too dire Effedts, if God had ſeen it fit, 
Which Natures Courſe diſturb'd and alter'd fo, 
That allthe Bands, which held it were unknit, 
And quite revers'd the Pyramis did ſhow, 
Above a Front unſhapely, *a point below : 
Thus while *twas turning, but once ſet upon 
It's no Foundation, for ſo grim a Brow, 

Or which was but a point, as good as none, 


Down fell the Heap, Hell trembled, and the Earth did 


( groan» 
XIX. 


Love was that Pyramis, which whilſt it ſtood, 

As ftixt by Heav'n, on its own proper Baſe, 

( Matter, in Mankind, cemented by Blood 
Spiritous, where Senſe had loweſt place, 

Reaſon ſupreme ) whole Nature did embrace 
Which o're her Works ſuch Robes of Beauty threw, 
And with ſuch Rays did th' Univerſe enchaſe, 
That Inftin& ſome, the? reſt Inclination drew, 


Only to Love, and what was lov'd, by Love purſue, 


XX. 


Love, and Fruition of their Kind, was the* whole, 
Whither to *arrive, moſt Creatures did aſpire, 

(By Senſe led, ) and arriv'd 3 but Man, whoſe Soul 
Had particles of an Ethereal Fire, 

Aim'd at Fruition too, but of what high'er, 

And more ſublime, was laid up, than his Kind, 

Or that part of *it his Fleſh, whence to retire, 

In Innocence he found himſelf inclin'd, 


The beauties of his own, and of th Eternal Mind- 


XXI. His 
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His Kind he lov'd, as all things did beſide, 

All things beſide his Kind he alſo lov'd 

In their due Rank, but how to be apply'd 

To uſe, th* Hypotheſis was to be prov'd, 

And thouſand Stones to move, and be remoy'd, 

E're Love he to ſo juſt an height could raiſe, 

As in his Intellect it was approv'd, 

That he from Earth to Heav*n by ſteps of Praiſe, 
Might hourly mount,and boldly tread God's ſecrer Ways. 


XXII 


Deep in himſelf was the Foundation laid, 

And in thoſe Ads, wherein he did partake 

With meaner Beings, for his Empire made, 

Andof which ſome for Propagation make, 

By their firſt Inſtitution, call'd Love by miſtake, 

Whoſe name they have engroſt 3 but Love, 

Or cauſe, or ſign of Love no more are, take 

But the Diſguiſe off, as bare Acts they prove, 
Nor higher look, than 'tis Love naturally to move. 


XXIIL 


Theſe therefore were laid deep, and of the Pile, 
If ought, SmbſtruGion, conſecrate to Night, 
The nk. of Touch, too ſubject to beguile, 
Where Reaſon docs not hold the Ballance right 3 
Reaſon, wherein true Love, and pure Delight 
Only conſiſts, and is the Fabricks Scale, 
Uninterruptedly to' aſcend Heav*ns height, 

To him, who has the skill Heav*n thus to affail, 


And o're th* Omnipotent by almighty Love prevail. 
XXIV. The 
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XXIV. 


The firſt Man had that Skill, and of his Love, 
BEAUTY and GOOD the Object, he it ſought 
In that bright Sphere, where it on High docs move, 
And thither by ReduGtion all things brought, 
Which, in their Seaſon, beautiful are wrought 3 
All that in others, or himſelt he ſpi'd, 
Which of the Heav'nly Goodneſs Trace had ought 
And by this Chain did an Aſcent provide, 

To th' Foot-ſtool of that Throne, where its firſt Link was 

(ty'd, 


XXV, 


By view hereof He upward did aſcend, 
Still upward, as he caſt his curious view, . 
The Higher any thing did upward tend, 
The better*twas, and much more Beauteous grew, 
And with it trom the Earth, Love upward drew: 
From th'Earth, of which once having loſt the fight, 
Love more retin'd became, by Qbjedts new, 
And all preſented by a clearer Light, 

That did exhauſt the Fleſh, and raviſhed the Sp'rit, 


XXVI, 


For having paſt at length the Atmoſphere, 
By many a Stage, the Fleſh was lett behind 
And now another Face of things appear, 
And other Beautics, that ſurprize the Mind, 
On which to gaze he did ſtrange Pleaſure find ; 
And tho their Light exccſive he ſcarce bear, 
Sceing above his Journcy unconhn'd, 
Upward he preſſes {iill, and void of Fear, 
As perte& grown, above the Skics his Head does on. 
XXYL1L 
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XXVII, 


Above the Skies he to thoſe Heav'ns does mount, 
Step after ſtep aſcending, where there be 
For happy Souls, as ſacred Writ does count, 
Manſions prepar'd, for their ſublimity, 
The third Heav'n calPd, and *its Furniture does ſec: 
With which he could delighted ever ſtay, 
But that advanced to the laſt Degree, 
That mortal Foot cre toucht, a farther way, 

By Wing to bediſpatcht he? eſpies, Loves laſt Efſay. 


XXVIIL 


Soon heclaps his beſt, and largeſt Wings, 
And {witt as thought, but more dirc& upright 
Than Eagle ſoars, into a Wclkin ſprings, 
(If ſoit may be call'd ) of Flame more bright, 
And pure, than what by this Worlds Sun, and Light, 
Can becompar'd; and in blett Extaſy, 
With ſacred Wonder, but without affright, 
Thoſe fair Idzas contemplates, whereby 
Himſelf,and th' World was made,and there laid up do lic. 


XXIX, 


Aſcended hither, Love the place well knew, 

As whence himfelt into our World came down, 

Even Man as nearer to his God he drew, 

New motions felt, and Powers betorc unknown 

And ſwallow'd up in Speculation, 

Forgot what ever he admir'd below, 

Himſelf, and Her, whom he had lett alone, 

To wait? his return, and rapt, he ſcarce knew how, 
To th' Land of Love, himſclt a Love transform'd did 

grow. XXX, For 
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XXX, 


For why that Trad the Realm of Love was ſid, 
And all, who thither in deducted mind, 
Leaving this lower Earth arrive, are fill'd, 

As the bright Region is, with thoughts refin'd, 
And Quinteſſence of Love 3 but of what kind, 
Impoſſible it is to be expreſt, 

And in a Chime of ſoundful Words deſign'd, 
Which but Conccits are, to our Faſhion dreſt, 


And it Immortal, with the mortal Load opprclt, 


XXXI1, 


Suffice it, Angels there Inhabited, 

Rang'd all in their Trinal Triplicitics, 

Into 4 Body, under Love their Head, 

And ready all for ſome Renown'd Empriſe, 
Soon as the mighty Signal given is: 

He ſaw it given, and all betore a Throne, 

Ot Heav*nly Diamond, vailing each his Eyes, 
Each Angel proſtrate on his Face falls down, 


And at its Foot-ſiool caſts his Conſecrated Crown, 


XXXIL 


From ſimple ANG 1s, as th' Inferiour Band, 

To the AR CHANGELS, led by Michael, 

Then to Do 11x10 Ns, that the third Rank ſtand, 
To Vir Tut s then, whoſe numerous Banners ſwell, 
And PR1INCiPAliTIEs, of whom none fell 
With Rebel Lucifer, 'or abberted him, (cantell? 
To PowEtRs then, and to THRo N x5, whom who 
And ſo up to th* cighth Order, CHERuBIM, 


But by the ninth compleat, Love-flaming SE R A PHIM. 


XXXIII, All 
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All theſe our Father ſaw, by Love tctir'd 

In, and above Himſelf, but o're them all, 

One fairer yet, to whom his Mind afpir'd, 

Th Incomprehenlible Original, 

In whom no Blemiſh, and no Spot can fall: 

By Love he ſaw Him, and in Him the end, 

And utmoſt point of Love, enough to' appall 

The Holie'tt of his Sons, who ſhould deſcend 
From? his after ſinful Loins, and thither after tend. 


XXXLIV. 


But him the ſight appall'd not, rather fi!l'd 
With Images more faif his cnlarg'd Breſt 3 
And from the Principles his Love inſtil'd, 
On naught leſs high could he afhx his reſt, 
Or be content tho of the Earth poſſeſt : 
The whole Earth, that in this Res'very view'd round, 
Too ſcanty ſeem'd an Heav*n-born Soul to* inveſt, 
Too ſcant a Limit, and too ſcant a Bound, 
For what an Infinite was only equal found. 


XXX Y, 


Excurſions therefore into that he made, 

Often Excurſions into Inhnite, 

Infinite Love, and Beautics feen diſplay'd 

Fth' Prototype, by Intellectual Light, 

And Reaſons yet undim'd diſcurſive ſight : 

Tho when that faiPd, or when twas weary grown, 

Through *exceſs of conceiv'd Viſion, as it might, 

The Almighties ſelf would come in Perſon down, 
And oft prevent Man's journey to Him, with His own. 

F XXXVI. Or 
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Or come, or ſend Him frequent Embaſſies 

Of Angels, who ſtill ready on the Wing, 

With haſty flight, from ſummit of the Skies, 

Fi Would ſeem to vie, who ſhould the Meſſage bring, 
| ' And firſt approach the Favorite of their King : 
v3 Tho all the Meſſage, which they bore was Love, 

| And all their Service was but Miniſtring, 

4 Toone below them made, yet who above, 

Was Heav*ns great Care, and greateſt Ornament ſhould 


f ( prove, 
| XXXVII. 


Not much below them, while his Innocence, 

On its Foundation did unſhockt abide, 

And perfect Love, ſeen in obedience, 

The nether World fo faſt to th' upper ti'd, 

That Hell between them could not once divide: 

One Heart, one Buſineſs was in both approv'd, 

One God alike, in both was magnif'd, | 

That mighty Axis, round which both were mov'd, | 
And whom alike both prais'd,and whom alike both loy'd, 


XXXVIIL. | 


Fi Alike they lov'd, and as they lov'd alike, | 

} All Vertues in that A&t did comprehend, | 
| Which did in both an awful Reverence ſtrike, 

b | And careful made them, leſt they ſhould offend, 

i But chicfly Man did thence his Mark intend, 

17 With greater vigour, as on whom was laid 

4 | Fear for a Rein, if Hell its Wiles ſhould ſend 

| For Death was threatned, if he diſobey'd, 

And He not to be? high-minded, choſe to be afraid. 

XXXIX, Love | 
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, Love made him chuſe ſo kind, and wholeſome Fear, 
| From which all Torment yet ſecluded was, 


And but the brighter made his Love appcar, 
Like Beams reflected upon burniſht Fraſs, 

That their own Native Luſtre thence ſurpaſs: 
So ſhon his Love, and thence his Temperance, 
That the fortended Limit would not pals, 

| Norto behold it care*d with wanton Glance, 

| What ever tond Conceit its Glories might cnhance: 


xL, 


Hence Juſtice, hence true Magnanimity, 

Prudence, and Wiſdom, o're his Soul did flow, 

And facred Truth, and peacetul Loyalty, 

And all the Graces, that to Love do owe 

Their Riſe, and into' Eternal Rivers grow : 

| And all upon the Supreme Beauty plac'd, 

| That Good, which ſtill the more we come to know, 
The more we admire, till in its Arms embrac'd, 

Anend of all our Love we find, the Firlt, and Lalt. 


| XLIL. 


| Such was his Love, and like it was his Praiſe, 
| A Service, wherein with him Nature joyn'd, 
Whole Nature, and each part, by ſeveral ways, 
As with him in one love they were combin'd 3 
| And various was the Anthems ſtops, and kind, 
Articulate by Man, their High Prieſt, made, 
And in one facred Hallelu-jah twin'd, 
| Which he, as Firſt-Fruits, on Earths Altar laid, 
And Heav'n with grateful Odours early did invade: 
F 2 XLII. Their 
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Their Oriſons, which he cach Morning paid, 
With his fair Partner, or by Angels taught, 
Or whercof capable their Form was made, 
By Images from Heav*n firſt thither brought, 
And which they into pcrfe& Figure wrought, 
By Plaſtic Art of Words harmonious 3 
Which to the great Occaſion came unſought : 
And whether ſung in Verſe, or ſaid in Proſe, 
In Proſe moſt powerful were, in Verſe moſt numerous, 


XL1II. 


For Vciſc, and all that does to Verſe belong 
(In this lowe'r World ) had its firſt happy rife 
In Innocence, which firſt invented Song, 
And how ſo ere one may its Charms deſpiſe, 
Or which is worſe, abuſe, in Paradiſe, 
By Pauſe, and Fugue's, adapted to hit ſtrains, 
Was firſt perform'd 3 to whoſe Diſcoveries 
The Sons of Verſe now elocate their pains, 
And (fave from Heav*n)expect not their Immortal gains 


XLIV. 


In Paradiſe, diſcover'd firſt was Verſe, 
And Voice, and Number with it given to Song, 
And glorious Subje&s, which both did reherſe, 
Alternatc, and in Chorus, as or long, 
Or ſhort rcturns did to the Ground belong 3 
But than of Love they ſounded nothing more, 
Or ofter, or with Breſt more large, and ſtrong, 
The Love Divine, whom thus they did implore 
In raptur'ous Odes, and ( as they of it ſang ) adore. 
XLV. They 
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XLV. 


They ſang how All _ their beginning had, 
From Loves diffulive, and Lifc-giving hcat 
How Immaterial Spirits, with Glory clad, 
Its Firſt-born were, with Love as high, and preat, 
As from this lower World's remov'd thcir Scat ; 
Then how this lower World trom Nothing roſe, 
And No-where, in that beautcous order nict, 
That Place, and Matter, which the whole compoſe, 
And circumſcribe, unconceiv'd Lutter did diſcloſe. 


XLVI. 


Not at an inſtant made, but by degrees, 
As confus'd Chaos could th* impreſſion take, 
In Six Days ſpace, and throughly purge its Lees, 
Hell newly form'd more horrible to make, 
And its own new made Enmities off-ſhake , 
For of ſuch jarring Parts it was contriv'd, 
And of ſuch contraricties did partake, 
That it by Diſcord, and Contuſion liv'd, 
(A life ſuch as it was ) with Death to be ſurviv'd. 


XLVIL 


So ſtrove they, thus would they have ſtriven ever 3 
Till pittying their debate, the Spirit of Love 
Calm'd the diſcordant Mole, and did diſſever 
Tt Eternal Combatants, plac'd ſome above, 
Others did to the deep Abyſle remove 
Faſt to be held, in Adamantine Chain 3 
Whilit thoſe few Parts, that did more duQtile prove, 
Into Four Principles, which all contain, 

Themfelves in all contain'd, were folely left to reign. 
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XLVIII. 


FIRE, which as lighteſt took the higheſt place, 
And upward rais'd its towring Head then AIR 
That tollow d it, but with unequal pace, 
&nd thoit vy'd to be and look as fair, 
Forc'd in the midſt to hang, ſelf-ballanc'd there :; 
Next WATER, which the Surface cover'd o're, 
That pregnant Mother of the EARTH, leſs rare, 
In its valt Womb conceiv'd, but which, before 

It could cmerge, lackt mighty Love to force the Door. 


I 


XLIX. 


And ſo it did, but LIGHT was firſt to ſhine, 

And an whole Day, for that which makes the Day, 

But little enough was thought ith* Mind Divine, 

Through Darkneſs palpable to clear its way, 

Andall its various Beauties to diſphay : 

Darkneſs, which tho but counted Privative, 

Such claims to th* heap, whence *twas call'd out, did 

That Love like equal ſhares to both did give, ( lay, 
Alternatcly, cach Day, in Day, and Night to live. 


L. 


But harder were the teeming Waters Throes, 

When on the {ſecond Day, Earth nearer came 

To its great Birth, like weight, that heavier grows, 
Long born, and to break through disjoynts the trame 3 
The Waters pangs compar'd thus, were the ſame, 
When they divided burſt, but ne're to cloſe, 

Stopt by the ſolid FIRMAMENT, whoſe Name 
It.movcable Partition does ſuppoſe, ( flows, 


* whoſe Shoar disjoyn'd , upper and nether Ocean 
By* who oar disjoyn ppe tg 
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LI. 


And now the third Day of her Monſtrous Child 

Half way deliver'd the Great Mother was; 

Monſtrous, unſightly yet, with Horrour fill'd, 
Which in its Oaſy Arms it did embrace, 

And, halt ſupprelt, to the* Birth would ne're let paſs, 

But, with it joyn'd, one Monſtrous Body made, 

| Above DRY GROUND, below a confus'd Maſs, 

| Part Earth, with Briny Hatchments overlaid, 

i Part unmixt Water, upon empty Nothing ſtaid, 


LIL 


And called SEA ; as what appear'd was LAND 
Rough, bare, miſhapetr, tho dry, unbeautiti'd, 
Itſelf unbeautiful, vaſt plains ot Sand, 
| More horribly deform'd, with terrors Pride, 
| Mountains, that to* Heav'n aſpir'd, and gaping wide, 
| With rais'd up Jaws, threatncd to ſwallow down, 
In gorge unſatiate, glories there envy'd, 
And wrinkled Forehead, which ſcarce madedid frown, 
And Omens give of Future War, from cauſc unknown. 


LIIL 


Nor could there cauſe be given, for a new Face 
From the* Love Divine it took, and Nakedne(s 
Was cloath'd upon with all the Charming Grace 
Of Fruit, and Flower 3 and the grim Gyantcks, 
(Its own Eternal Goodneſs to cxprels ) 
Kind Heav'n illumin'd with a double Light, 
The fourth Day made, the greater, and the leſs 
By Day the SUN with vital heat, and bright, 
To warm,the MOON with ſtarry Robe to' invelt at night. 
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LIV. 


Nor was-this all, but at the fifth Days dawn, 
Earth, and her Mother Sea repleniſhed 
1 With new Inhab'itants were, and every Laune, 
i And every Hill ( ſcar'd Solitude thence fled ) 
| Legionsof FOWL produc'd, and kindly bred, 
Which on large Wings, above the Ground did fly, 
But perching on ſome Tree, made that their Bed 3 
Whilſt Lakes, and Streams, and the huge Seca falt by, 
With mighty WHALES were filld, and with the leſſer 
(FRY. 
LV. 


Fill'd were the Floods with theſe, but Rill the Earth, 
(As whoſe Wing'd-People molt partook of th' Air, 
Their haunt ) impregnate with a ſecond Birth, 
For which diſclos'd *t had room enough to ſpare, 
Did on the ſixth Day to diicloſg prepare 3 

And out all BEASTS, and REPTILS, in their kind, 
Sprang from the fertile Womb, proportion'd fair, 
Each to its Nature, but with Look declin'd, 

Toth' Earth whence tane, to th' Earth wheretoconfin'd, 


LVI. 


Of theſe, and other Works of God they ſang, 
In Lays harmonious, as Love utterance gave 3 
Yet theſe, and others, which they lowdly rang, 
Were but as Przludes, which, with Maſt'ry brave, 
Their Voice ſhew'd, and what compaſs Verſe might 
Verſe which then triumpht in Recitative, ( have: 
When they all othcr Grounds reſoly'd to wave, 
Sang of themſclves, and Him, who at once did give 
One power to Sing thus to Him, and like Him to live, 
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LVIL 


A wondrous Work it was, from Nothing thus 
All things in weight, and meaſure up to raiſe, 
And pexte& Order ftorm'd moſt beauteous, 
Subordinate, as different were the Ways, 
Whereby their Maker would direc his Praiſe: 
But nane ſo Wondrous did, and ſtrange appear, 
Of Power aid Beauty with fo rich diſplays, 
As Mans Formation, made the Rule to hear, 
And ſublim'd Earth equal to higheſt Heayen rear. 


LVIIL 


That Duſt could Live, in what was done before 
Was plainly told, but that it too eould love, 
As Loye all life in it contains, and more, 
All that og Reaſon knows, or can improve, 
Th' Eternal Treaſures only were enough 
To drein, and to be drein'd: For God but ſpake, 
And all below, and all the Hoſts above, 
Being, and Lite from the great Word did take 3 
But Hands Divine, Man's model were cmploy'd to make. 


LIX, 


By Hands Divine, his Body firſt was wrought, 
The full Abridgment of this World to be 3 
With-curious Art, to 'its laſt pert. tion brought, 
But infinitely baſe, in its degree, 
To th* Soul the Pourtraict ot the Deity, 
Into his Noſtrils brcath'd 3 that in his Brain 
Might be inhxt the Heav'nly Ima'gry, 
And Life, with Vital Blood in every Vein, 

To th' Parts extream convey'd, the CharaGier retain. 
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Love was that Character, in Holineſs, 

And perfe& Purity exemplit'd, 

And Innocence, which that hrſt ſtate did bleſs, 
And Reaſon with them Empire to divide, 
And o're th' Inferiour Appetite preſide, 


Which it reſtrain'd, and furniſht with true Skill, 


It ſelf, in all its Acts to curb, and guide ; 
At leaſt had power to do fo, and fulfil 


The Charge Divine, cloſe backt by Freedom of the Will, 


LXxI 


Bleſt Qualities, which made him Lord and King, 
Of all this lower World, and Majeſty 

On his Ere&ed Countenanceſtampt, did bring 
Heav'n down to Earth, and Earth, that flat did lie, 
Advance'd to be for Angels Company 3 

Nay farther, and what Angels did admire, 

For its Ktern Exemplar, the Moſt High, 

Who with his Work delighted, would retire 


Frequent from Heav'n, as to divert, and view it nighe'r. 


LXIL 


Himſelf hereby Man dexterouſly did guide, 

And o're himſelf fo abſolutely reign, 

( The greateſt Kingdom in the World beſide, 

And which all other Kingdoms did contain, 

In *it felt in Chicf, or Vaſſalages Chain ) 

That only Peace, and only what was Good, 

And only Love was given for Love again 

With Charms, that by no force conld be withſtood, 


And centred in one Point Indiviltible GOD. 
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LxIIIL 


Hail happy ſtate of Innocence, thrice Hail! 
Hail to Thy Love and Thee! And may my Verſe, 
From thence inſpir'd, with generous Souls prevail, 
As they deſerve, Thy Wonders to rcherſe, 
And through the World thy Sacred Name diſperſe! 
No Theam, like that, ſo high can Numbers raiſe, 
Or render more Humane Mankinds converſe z 
For it there any Vertue be, or Praiſe, 

They in PerfeRtion ſhon, in thoſe firſt happy Days, 


LXIV. 


Ah! that thoſe Happy Days ſhould be fo few, 
Ended, cut off, ere ſcarce they were begun ! 
Whoſe early Happineſs, when known to Two, 
A Third crept in, by whom all was undone, 
And Love unthron'd hard drive*n away to run. 
Follow him, Muſe, for if he ſhould go wrong, 
Thou art in danger too, whole Fates are one 
With his3z Nor canſt Thou be without him long, 
But doit, if thou'haſt Courage, in another Song, 
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THE 
LEGEND of LOVE. 
CANTO. 1I. 


I. 


I OFT am thinking whether Love was known 
To the World Heathen, and what was their ſenſe 
Of Man's, and His Origination 3 

Or if of this hr{t ſtate of Innocence 

They any certain knowledg had, and whence 

The Notice was deriv'd, and to them came, 

Dark as it was 3 and turn o're Books, but thence 
Am little atish'd, find there the Name, 

"Tis true, but Pillars of black Smoak inſtcad of Flame. 


II, 


Fiction I there find has fo Truth diſguis'd, 
That hard it is for one to know what 's truc 
And, amongſt all the Vanities they priz'd, 

How much, or little *rwas they truly knew, 
And ancient Faith obſcur'd with Fancies new 3 
Which diverſly, as diffe*rent was their Art, 
They drefled out, and 'mongſt the People threw, 
Part plain, with lame or monſtrous Figures part, 
As ina ſcarce, or not diſcover'd Countrys Chart. 


II. For 
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ITL 


For there as We Hippogryphs, and Satyrs place, 

Or Seas, or Carra'vans, when there's nothing found 
Of certainty, to fill the empty ſpace, 

That each Man in his own ſenſe may abound : 

Juſt fo did they, but more the Truth confound, 
With Fable, as themſclves it ſuited beſt, 

Who, fo they did but keep the markt out bound, 
Convey'd them by Tradition, for the reſt, 

Left it to others, as *twas left them to be gheſt, 


I'V. 


A Godlike therefore *twas, and Golden Age, 

Tho little known to them, who call 'd it fo, 

And of it counted, fill'd with ancient rage, 

Not as it was, but did at diſtance ſhow; 

Tho ſomething, *tis confelt, they ſeem'd to know 3 
And what they of it ſaid, by chance was true, 

As to the main, it ſomewhat we allow, 

For the falſe Light, and thoſe, who its Figure drew, 
In Plane, or Proſpeftive, and were but Copiers too, 


V., 


By Negatives the Plane was moſt deſign'd, 

And prov'd the Faireſt, and the luckielt Draught 3 
The ProſpeQtive was ſtiff, and more enclin'd 

To an hard confus'd roughneſs, ſcarcely brought 
To decence, done by Images they ſought 

In their own Breaſts, or Age, by Heav'nly Light 
Unlumin'd, and by falſe Prietts blindly taught : 
Love only made o're all to take his Flight, 

Came neareſt to the Truth, if underſtocd aright, 
VI. For 
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VI. 


For by a Child they Love did repreſent, 

As his beſt Emblem, under which diſguiſe, 

( For ſuch it was) they hid with high intent, 

Or rather plainly ſhew'd thoſe Myſteries, 

Which were conceal'd from baſe and vulgar Eyes ; 
Native Simplicity, pure Innocence, 

Abſolute freedom tromall touch of Vice, 

An cafie mildnets Favours to diſpenſe, 

And all thoſc Graces, that its Actions influence, 


VII. 


Not that they would that Ages Faults approve, 

In Lovers, but its Vertues thence propound 3 

For tho a Child they made, and painted Love, 
Scarce ſuch another Child ith* World was found, 
By whoſe ſoft Hands were herceſt Lions bound, 
Traind to his Yoke 3 the Courſe of Thunder ſtaid 
And all the Gods above, and underggound, 
Which Gentiliſms great Religion made, 

( As ſottiſh as it was) in heavy Fetters laid, 


VIIL 


Naked, 'tis true, they feign'd him; but juſt fo, 
As we, who yet eſteem our ſelves more Wiſe, 
In Oratorics naked Angels ſhow, 

Nor count it blame our (clves thus to adviſe, 
How open all we do, or think to Heaven lies 
That from it nought we can, or would conceal, 
That from us baniſh is all Artitice 3 

All which by *his Nakednel(s Love does reveal, 
And,from his Step-dames Tcmples,to the Church appeal: 
IX, But 
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But by his Fillet they ſuch Leſſons taught, 

As the Worlds preſent Learning far Out=goes 3 

Nor did the Maſter, who defign'd the Draught, 

And for a Dia'dem put it on Loves brow 

E're think it would his Sacred Head expole; 

Tho be ?it a Fillet, what can it intend ? 

What teach, but that, which every Lover knows, 

Eve'ry true Lover, that to chuſe a Friend, 

Barely by ſight, 's beginning where ſcarce Fools would 
(cnc, 

X. 


His Eyes were therefore hid ( if hid they were ) 
From all commerce in Love to' exclude the Eyes 3 
Which judging, as the Obje& does appear, 

Toooft impoſe, impos'd by Flatterics, 

Falſe mirrors of an Heart, which dceper lies; 

The Heart, where Love that's true docs firſt begin, 
By Reaſon guided, its own worth to *apprize 3 
Then by Diſcretion, ſeld in Lovers ſeen, 

Who ſtill the more '*s the outward glare, ſee leaſt within, 


x I. 


Eyes Intelle&tual he? had, wherewith agree 
Thoſe Wings, which they no lefs unto him gave 3 
I'1l Furniture for Love, it Blind he be, 

Who rather then would want a Guide to have, 
Himſelt from dangers untoreſcen to ſave: 

But love himſelt alone was his own Guide, 

Nor needed any others Conduct crave, 

And with his Wings ſpread, and extended wide, 
A flight to Heav'n attempted, none durtt dare befide. 


XII. Far 


Goo digi -— — ———_ — — —_ - 


w— w— 


E 1 N14 


xIL 


For why no Love it is, whoſe vile deſires, 

Incline it downwards to the Miry Ground 3 

This Earth of ours, which Sottices inſpires, 

Preying on Carnage there, or made, or tound, 

And with ignoble thoughts does moſt abound: 

But that *s true Love, and does deſerve the Name, 

Whoſe noble Acquitls, nothing mean can bound 3 

And mindful of the Region, whence it came, 
Thither aſpiring terminates with Heav'n its Fame. 


XIII. 


Like Wings, like Quiver: With bright Arrows fill'd, 
Ot different ſorts, but with like Myticry, 

As is well known to them, who 'in Love are skill'd, 
Well taught, what Motions in the Mind there be, 
And how both Love, and Hatred there apree 3 
Hatred of all that bears the* impreſs of ill, 

With love of all that 's good, in its degree 

The Choques and jult tixt byaſs of the Will, 


Which make up Love, and all its various parts fulfil, 


XIV, 


The Golden pyl'd its Inclination prov'd; 

Leaden Avertion, nere to be deny'd 

Or if thereof there ſhould be Queſtion mov'd, 

The Torch Love bore, his other Arms beſide, 

Too bright did ſhine the Myſtic Truth to hide, 

That Soul of th* World, that all things keeps intire, 

In Life, and Motion, nobly Typifi'd 3 

Noblett of Elements, but yet rais'd higher ( Fire, 
Than place'd at firſt, when made Loves nobleſt Symbol, 

XV. Thus 


nad 
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Then Love in danger is by Love to be undone, 
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XV, 


Thus by the Ancients Love was firſt expreſs'd, 
And, tho a Child, their God moſt ancientown'd ; 
Older than Saturn, whom Jove diſpoſſefs'd 

Of Right uſurpt, and in his ficad was Crown'd; 
Son ot Urania, ( as in Books is tound ) 

Venus Urania, whom we Heaven call 

With them, who their Mythologie expound, 
Diſtin& from that Pandeme, who was Thrall 


To Vulgar Souls, and had trom th'Earth Original. 


XVI, 


Two unlike Mothers of two Sons unlike, 

Eros and Anteros, whoſe oppos'd Name, 

( Which different Sentiments in them did firike ) 
From their own firli great Oppotition came, 

That from their Nature 3 and tho judg'd the ſane, 
In one, and other Sex, where they preſide, 

The Male, and Female Hymencal Flame, 

Are two ſo, that once kindled they divide, 


Juitlike thoſe Fatal Brethrens, who Dead, cach defi'd, 


XVIL 


Eros was Elder, and the fironger too 
Of Conſtitution likely to endure 

Eternal Ages, it the Spi'rit he drew, 
Were not empoylon'd by an Air impure 
Of which conſulting how to be ſccure, 
*Twas plainly told him from th' Oraculous Throne, 
Than that of Themis far more Old, and ſure, 

A Tripode, which ne're tail'd, When tro are One, 


XVIIL Ot 
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XVIIL 


Of two made one, Love well cnough conceiv'd. 

For that himſclf had ſeen, himſelf had done ; 

But it by Love could hardly be believ'd, 

That he to? himſelf fo contrary ſhould run, 

As to provoke, what moſt he fought to ſhun: 

Againtt himſelf that he ſhould fo prevail, 

As thence in hazard be, to be undone 3 

This cv'en to Love, obſcur'd in Mortal Vail, 
Abſtruſe did ſeem, and by another ſai'd might fail. 


XIX., 


But Time, alittle time the Myſterie clear'd, 

When by another Love, this Axteros, | 

He was betray'd; who that which firſt appear'd, 

( And *t was the Sun ) when from the Earth he roſc, 

Ador'd as his chict God, with ſacred Vows; 

And many Altars to it after made, 

By his Votaries, on whom he did impoſe | 

The Task Idolatrous, and Firlt-fruits pai'd, 
Himſelt the firſt Idolater, there prophanely laid. 


XX. 


From Earth firſt roſe this feign'd, and Idol Love, 

By DIS begotz tho not till atter known 

Who was his Sire, or what himſelt would prove 

Of a curſt Father the as curſed Son, 

Born Arm'd for others Ruine, and his own 3 

With all the Enfigns Love was wont to bear, 

By th? Heathen read, that if together ſhown, 

All but themſelves to? impoſe on they'd go near, 
And here's the true Love one would fay,& one he's there. 
XXI. Like 
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XXxI. 


Like Youth in both, like Face, and Looks were ſeen 


Like naked Limbs, with covercd Impudence 

In this, but geſture tending to obſcene, 

In a free gayety 'hid, to* elude the Senſe3 

Like Chaplet, tor their Brows, and Eyes defence 3 


Like Wings, like Quiver hung their Backs adown 3 


Like different Arrows to be drawn out thence 3 


Like burning Torch, which Flames ſolike did crown, 
Either would ſ{cem the true, if ſingle, and alone. 


X XIL 


Ah! that they had like Grace thoſe Arms touſe! 
But this was loudly by the Falſe decry'd, 

Who only took them, that he might abuſc, 
The World, by whom he ſhould be Deiti'd, 
And acts inglorious in that Viſor hide ; 

Never to uſe them was his full intent, 

Or if he did, not as bctore well try'd 3 

But to a Love, and Learning different, 


Where Senſe alone ſhould be ſupreme in Government. 


Love faw all this ffor what to Love is hid? ) 
The true Love ſaw it, and withdrew in halte ; 
No place was Ictt him on the Earth to' abide, 
Wherefore he to the Empyrean palt, 

And only Conſcience his Vicegerent plac'd : 
With Promiſe yet, that if in time to come, 
Man wiſer grew ( the Counterteit uncas'd ) 
Himſelf his now left Charge would reaſſume, 


And once again to Man return, as his laſt Home» 
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XXIV. 


For Man, *tis known, ſcarce the wild Phanto'ſin (aw, 
This Pageant Counterteit of Love Divine, 

But his Allegeance back he ſtraight did draw, 

And to the Enemies part from Love decline, 

By Senſe led, which had quickly ſunk a Minc, 
Reaſon, or to ſurprize, or to o'rethrow 3 

And the vain Stratagem had dreſt fo fine, 

With umbrage, that it Good, and Ill ſhould know, 
The Fort ſurrendred was, ſcarce known for what, or how, 


XXYV, 


But up *twas given, and therewith given was all, 
( For Nothing, or what's worſe than nothing, lies) 
What ever Man his own, by right might call, 

Or by Commiſſion, but ſure ne*re did prize 
Deſerv'dly, ſince he' it could fo ſoon deſpiſe 3 

His Life, his Soul, what moſt was of bchoof, 

To' a Bcing ſodiſpos'd, and fram'd, as His 

Of his Obedience the firſt cafie proof, 

And what, as Heav'n it ſelt was valuable, his Lovc. 


XXVI. 


All were give*n up, and now adicu, bleſi Love! 
Adicu all Happineſs, and Innocence | 

Honour, and Vertue, which the ſame Courſe move, 
And Mortals very rarely viſit lince! 

Adicu unto you all, for Love 's gone hence, 

And only Ictt your empty Names behind, 

Upon the Stage to pleaſe, or give offence, 

As variouſly Spectators are inclin'd, ( bind, 
But whcrewith molt are pleas'd,as molt *gainſt Love _ 
XXVI1, 
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Honour and Love adien! And now my Song, 

Since thou halt trace'd them to their firlt aboad, 

Reſt they a while 3 and tell, as does belong 

To the Mock-Love, the World's, and i'.nples God ! 
But make of every Rimean Ir-n Rod, 
Wherewith thou maylt thc Profligate chaſtiſc ! 

And tho thou gocſt a way, as yet untrod, 

Deſpair not but thy Work (hall beauteous riſe, 


And with the Sober tind acceptance, and the Wiſe! 


XXVIIL 


With theſe acceptance, but with others ſcorn, 
Who to this Anti- Love blind Vaſſals made, 

By our Firlt-Fathers Act, have Fealty ſworn 

To a fell Tyran, who mult be obey d, 

And will, nor in his furious heats gain-faid : 
Unhappy Men, it their unhappinc(s 

They could but know, and how thcy are bctray'd 
Enough unhappy, would they but confeſs 


The little that they know, which words can ſcarce cx- 


(preſs! 
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Slaves of Vile Paſſions, which drive furiouſly, 

And all that's Sacred, with high Hand bear down 3 
Themſelves, their Anceltors, the Deity, 

Reaſon, and Reaſons Guide, Religion, 

The Worlds conſent attclicd by their own 3 

Till to the Winds, and Seas their Faith they gave, 
And ſought, what elſe they could not flec, to drown 
In bottomleſs Abyſs, nor Shipwrackt have 


The leaſt ſecurity, they ſhall their Fraightage ſave. 
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And yet who more ſecure ? But this their Love, 
Their New Love, in whoſe Service they 're retain'd 
Gives as his own, and their moſt urging Proof, 
That they, true Conquerors, have the Victory gain'd, 
And broke thoſe Iro'ns,wherewith all elſc are chain's: 
Ill Education, brutal Thunders dread, 

A fear of what's above, to which they *are train'd, 
And what's to come, dreams of the long fince dead, 


That firſt made Gods, and what their Fears made, wor- 


( ſhipped, 
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Horrors th* Anti-diluvian World ne're knew, 
Or it it did, durſt not bare-face'd profeſs 3 
Tho from one Seed their Love, and Atheiſm grew, 
Both Ills, but which the greater, which the lels, 
Is hard to ſay, almoſt as hard to gheſs: 
For either both, in both was either had, 
In both, and cither loſt Man's Righteouſneſs 3 
Fth' cauſe, or in th' effe&t, both equal bad, 
And both, that ſenſually, and this prophanely mad. 
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But for Prophanencfs, Senſe was th' Harbinger, 
And buſily by Loveprepar'd its way 3 

(For fo Il] call awhile the Worlds Troubler) 

Who all its Stages did before-hand lay, 

And longer here, and longer there would ſtay : 

Till having th* whole Earth compals'd,and laid waltc, 
A Deluge came, and ſwept their Spoils away, 

The Spoilers *(caping with the tew, who palt, 


By Shipto a new world, where Cham their Standard plac'd. | 
3 Ho XXXIII, 
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Cham pitcht it there; Curſt Cham who for the ſhame 

Done to his Father, juſt Reproach did bcar, 

In that Addition to his curſed Name, 

Servant of Servants, which his Race ſtill wear : 

But never did he Slave fo much appear, 

Of Slaves the verie'ſt Drudg, as when he Love 

Permitted uncontroll'd to domincer, 

And luſiful War *gainſt Hcav*n, and God to move, 
And all below ſeduce, and dety all above. 
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With him Love went ( while yet the World was one 
One People, and one Language ) unpercciv'd 

And fo great Victories by his Conduct won, 

That He was openly at laſt receiv'd, 

The firſt, that no more Worlds there were, who gricy'd : 
| And yet more Worlds he for his Triumphs found, 

Or what's as good, new Coaſts to be deceiv'd 3 

| When the divided Earth was Peopled round, 

| With diſtin& Nations ſown, which ftockt the new-broke 
| | ( Ground, 


* 
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Each Nation was a ſeveral World, or as 

A World diſtin& ; the Iflands moſt of all, 

Which, late diſcover'd, for new Worlds did paſs 

With thoſe, who by that Name did Countries call, 

Surrounded by the wide Seas rolling Wall : 

And Love in every Land, 'and every Iſle, 

Did reign with Majeſty Imperial, 

And ſway unbounded by the fartheſt Thyle, (while. 
Tho that, as the World's fartheſt bound, did ſtand cre- 
G 4 XXXVI. 
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A mighty Prince, and curious Traveller, 

Of ſenſe moſt exquiſite, from cach to take, 

Each Country, lay it farther off, or near, 

What for the guſt of Loving moſt could make, 

And the o'rc-labour'd Appctite awake, 

Satiate with looſe diſport, and rockt aſlcep, 

Of not yet taſted Pleaſures topartake 3 

Which in his dark Serraig'ls he cloſe did keep, 

And laid,till time ſhould ſerve,as the Earths Center deep, 
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At length it ſerv'd 3 Ah! that it ſerv'd not now ! 
And Love by 'his Conqueſts had ſuch Subjcdts gain'd, 
( For to his Yoak the Univerſe did bow, 

And Arts, and Arms were to the Service train'd ) 
That out of fear to loſe what he? had vbtain'd, 

He only Trophies gave himſelt to rear, 

And the Diſguiſe put off he had ſuſtain'd 

As the Supreme God would Himſelf appear, 

And above all, that'sclfe call d God, his Head did bear, 
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Above the Sun, whom Himſelt worſhipped, 

But whom diſgrad.d he to th* Perfian ſent, 

Next to himſelf to be propitiated, 

In thcir Horn'd Mithra, which to Idols bent, 

With thouſand others, of obſcure deſcent, 

By this time Gentiliſm Gods had made, 

New Decitics induſir'ious to invent 3 

Whom or in Hills, or thick Groves hallow'd ſhade, 
With Beaſts, or Humane Blood they aton'd, and to them 
pray'd, XXXIX, 
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Their Sons, or Daughters Blood for theſe (uffic'd, 


But what to him they offer'd was their own 


Freedom, above their Lite, to be appriz'd, 
Which how they could difvalue well was ſhown 
By this, if only this had been alone, 1 

That when th' Uſurper did their Homage claim, 
And in *his true Colours made himſelf be known, 
In throngs they to his Feet, and Altars came, 


And kept, with Fircs from their own Brelts, perpetual 


( Flame. 
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Fires, which conſum'd, c*re felt, the nobleſt Part, 
And all that's good in Man, or great, laid waſte, 

By th* Eyes convey*d molt treacherouſly to th' Heart, 
Whence to the Liver ſoon the Burning palt, 

And Vertues Images in both detac'd 3 

Thenceto the Bones, nor did the Flelh *ſcape long 3 
Till Soul and Body in a Flame at laſt, 

The preſent God, to be deny'd too (trong, * 


Plung'd all into a Scaof Sulphur ous Flame headlong, 
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Like God, like Victim Toa God unclean, 

Of Beaſts th* Unclcaneſt offer'd, Man turn'd Beaſt 3 
Himſelf the Sacrifice, and Prieſt obſcene, 

In which to miniſter he did diveſt, 

All that above the Brute hc once poſſeſt, 

And lower than the Brute unforce'd ſank down 3 
With ſuch Unmanly* Indignitics oppreſt, 

He had ſcorn'd them, as he might, by *another done, 


Her rude diſguſts, whom he ſolicitcd,and his own. 
- XLII. 
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For why a SHE *s the Quarry, and the Game, 

At which this Mock-Love, and his Haggards flic ; 

The Sex in either Sex, both worthy blame, 

And tho diſtinguiſht firſt for ends more high, 

Both equally debaucht by *his Effrontry, 

And a&ts ſo mad, and foolith ( yet call'd Love, 

Thereby engroſſing the? whole Monopoly ) 

That one would think't ſhould Indignation move, 
Such Follics to commit, ſuch Madneſs to reprove. 


XLIIL 


A Medly, with part Folly, Madneſs part, 
And is the All of Love, Perſon, or Thing, 
Or Aq, or Powe'r, or by the Poets Art 
However call d, as he can Matter bring, 
Of Love in Numbers and in Verſe to ſing 3 
And tending all, as Love *s in all the ſame, 
By Images of divers faſhioning, 
(If all are yet enough to* expoſe the ſhame ) 
One Spoiler to denote, and LEGION is his Name. 
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The hardeſt Devil to be diſpoſſcſt; 
For c're he came the empty Rooms were ſwept, 
By Idleneſs the Houſekeeper, and new dreſt 
Idleneſs, only for that ſervice kept, 
And who, or ſo employ'd, or ever flept: 
A brawny Carle, that ne*re did work beſide, 
But here commanded forward briskly ſept 3 
And rather than be found unoccupi'd, 
The Windows ſtopt, and all the ſeveral Lights did _ 
| | XLV. 
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But Fancy well enough did that ſupply, 

Or little miſt, Loves next fore-runner light 
Who having once uprear'd his tender Eye, 
And of the Obje& ta*ne the diſtant height, 
Made up the view all by Internal Sight : 
And with new Beauties unpercciy'd before, 
But there diſplay'd, himſelt did firſt delight 
Then open'd, which he*had :to him ſhut, th 


XLVI. 
So in Defire came, vaineſt of the Three, 
And after him in Triumph rode the Fiend ; 
Whom ſeven Spirits, full as bad as he, 
Did cloſe behind in Maſcarade attend, 
So ſang they all, but with unequal grace, 


And grin'd molt horrid, with diftorted Face 


XLVII. 
Theſe Folly were, and Mirth, and Dalliance, 


By Genius clos'd 3 the Three, who lookt aska 
And midſt their ſhouts could hardly ceaſe to 


b 


e Door, 


To let in looſe Deſire, and again tell them o're. 


And 16 ſang to Love, that Heav'n did rend : 


As were their looks; for ſome their Brows did bend, 


Others were blith, and ſmil'd as they along did paſs. 


Who hardly could their Way for laughing hold, 


unce, 


ſcold, 


Were Laſt, that ſcorn'd by th* beſt to be controll'd 

And Proteus $in, who diverſe Shapes put on, 

As diverſe kind, and Namcs he* had manitold 

And Death, the ſeventh from Love, mere Skeleton 
One half, t'other Fantaſtick clad as ſhall be ſhown. 
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Folly the Firſt, by* her Habit ſeem'd a Maid, 
And by her Face, which was excelling fair 
Tho whether ſuch, was diffcult to be ſaid, 

Nor fafe it may be, ſince tew Men there were, 
But in her claim'd with Women equal ſhare, 
And ill had took*t, had ſhe pure Woman been : 
A pretty thing to gaze on, but whoſe Air, 
And Gate, and Geliure, made it quickly ſeen, 


Shenone of th? Wiſeſt was, and ſomewhat lackt within, 


XLIX 


Light Geſture, Gate ungracctul, compos'd Air, 
Save when ſhe ſpake, or laught but then betray'd 
A thouſand Follies, with prodigious glare 3 

For by a Glaſs ſhe with a Shadow plaid, 

( Herſelf, to whom ſhe frequent Honours made ) 
And every glance, which ſhe defign'd to calt, 

And every look, by that in order laid 3 

And to ſuch troubleſome Impertincnce paſt, 


That every little Word ſhe thereby torm'd at laſt, 


L. 


Mirth was a Youth of beautiful regard, 

With cheartul Eyes, plump downy Checks, and Chin 
And nothing in his looks, or ſtrange, or hard, 
That, if one by the Face could ought divine, 

All Beautics there amaſs't did ſeem to ſhine: 

All that can Man become, or Love excite 

In Loves great Criticks, the Sex Feminine 3 

All but i'th* Timorous, whom his Whip did fright, 


LI. 


And more dcterr, than all his other Charms invite. 
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For in his Hand a Bloody Diſcipline, 
With many a? pointed Rowel ſtuck, he bore 
And wherewith, when unmark't, he ſaw his time, 
Backward reflecting, he his Shoulders tore, 
And the ſmooth Channel fill'd with purple gore : 
But when or Folly cald, or Dalliance, 
The fretting exerciſe he ſoon gave o're, 
And, as recovered from a ſullen Trance, 
Met with quick Eyes, and amorous Look cach ſmiling 


( Glance, 
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Him Dalliance followed next, a Damſcl gay, 
Of light behaviour, as ſhe well could feign 
And wantonly her Breſt did open lay, 
The Lover who came next, to entertain 3 
Tho who the He were of her mighty Train, 
She was not much ſolicitous to know, 
Nor much to fancy him her ſelf did pain 
For ſhe like Favours did on all beftow, 

And bonnour was to all, how high ſo c're or low. 


LIIL 


A Night-Gown was the Habit which ſhe wore, 
Looſely clapt round her, but ſo airy thin, 
That throuphits light diſguiſe appear'd the more, 
What ſhe ne're {trove to hide, her beauteous Skin, 
And jult proportion of each curious Limb: 
With Impudence too luſcious to be told, 
And ſpeech Laſcivious, when ſhedid begin, 
Which none, but like her ſelf, unchaſt, and bold, 

Or unreprov'd could hear, or unaſham'd bchold. 
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. Next after her in order Genius came, 

Of Body ſomewhat groſs, but Humour free; 

Whom part call'd Comws, as by his Sirname, 

Tho both, or either with him well agree, 

Without whom Love, nor merry Lite can be: 

A right good Fellow, as his Belly ſhow'd, 

Which in a Swath reacht almoſt to his Knee, 

And made him paſſage through th' admiring Crowd; 
Which ſhouting to him louted, as to them he bow'd, 


LV. 


No wrinkle in his Countc*nance did appear, 
Nor careful thought ſeem'd to come near his Mind, 
Of what ſhould be 3 but things, which preſent were, 
Variouſly turn'd him, as did fit the Wind, 
And this way now, now that way he inclin'd: 
Thoif *twere ſtill, ( and ſometime till it lay ) 
Diverſions to himfelt hed make, or tind 3 
And ſometimes only muſe a live-long Day, 
Tho askt on what, he or nought knew, or nought could 
( ſay. 
LVI, 


Theſe were the faireſt Shews Loves entrance had, 
And of the Pomp the ſightlicſt Officers, 
Who therefore next the Carr Triumphal ſaid, 
But Spirits Incarnate were, and all as fierce, 
Provoke'd once, as thoſe Fatal Miniſters 
Of his, and more than his, of th* Wrath Divine, 
Which follow'd next, with look, and meen perverſe; 
A Griſly, Horrid, and Prodigious Trine, 
Which hardly into ſhape, Love could by *his Art refine. 
LVIL 
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Luft was the Firſt, but whether Man, or Beaſt, 

Or He, or She, one could by no means know, 

For it both Sexes had, and did inveſt 

Mankind above, and Beaſt miſhape'd below, 

And ſlote divided did for oftent ſhow : 

With ſhaggy Hair the* whole Body cover'd o're, 

And poyſonous ſtench, which he around did throw. 

undampt by th* Perfumes, which the Satyre bore, 
(For ſo they call'd him ) and about him ever wore, 


LVIIL 


A very Satyr, whom he neareſt came, 
In Face, and Guile, but in Deformity 
Excell'd, the firſt of the* Family, and Name 
And ſhameleſs was his Look, and lew'd his Eye, 
But ſharp withal, Beauties which cloyſtcr'd lie, 
Firſt to diſcover, then to circumvent, 
By Clamour, wherein low'd he was and high, 
Nor could forbear, as he in Triumph went 

Prime Viſier of the Port, and Loves chief Confident: 


LIX, 


Sin follow'd him, who was his Eldeſt Son, 
And only Child, with placeand dignity, 
His Parcnts Titles ſuiting, and his own 3 
But on his own he moſtly did relic, 
And all, but what his own was, did decry; 
Would, and did loudly againſt Luſt declame, 
As Impotent, couragious to dehe, 
But who to Handy-blows, or never came, 

Or not with ſuch effect, as he, to get a Name, 


EX. 
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For tho but one, a thouſand Heads he had, 

And twicea thouſand Hands boldly to tight 3 

An Army of himiſelt, and which he made 

Greater, or leſs, as the Cauſe did invite 3 

( Love, and Loves Good Old Cauſe was his delight j 

Rebellion, whoſe delign to carry on, ' 

Himſelf he variouſly, as'it hapt, would dight, 

A Beaſts, or Man's torm take now, and anon 
Angels, or Fiends, a multitude, one be, or none, 


L XI. | 


But Death the third, the ſame ſhape alway kept, | 

If Shape it might be cald, that ſhape had none, 

| Except in that half of him, which foremoſt Rept 
j And to the view expos'd a tide of Bone, 
That ſeem'd with Skin to have beencloath'd upon, 
| And Muſculage, not many Days before 3 

| ; For ſcarcely cleanſed was the Skeleton, 

'! And here and there appcar'd freſh (tains of Gore, | 
v And gobbets of green ficſh,which trom the joynts he tore. 
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| To'ther halt was the Univerſe, and all, 

| And every thing, that in the World is tound, 
Which haſtens, or is ready at Death's call, 
And are th' Ingredients, which he does compound, 
Or ſingle, or in Maſs to give the Wound : 

A dreadful Mixture, and of which to tell, 
Almoſt to think, would th? greateſt Wit confound 3 
For ſince the time that Man from Happi'neſs fell, 

They were collccting, and had at the bottom Hel. 
LXIII, 
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Where e're he ame, theſe were Loves Company, 
With Train and Baggage, which did far extend ; 
And Meny ſuiting fo great Prince as He, 


For Prince and God they calld him, tho Pure Fiend : 


Unquiet Care, which all his time did ſpcnd 
Himſelf to' undo, backt by Sxſpicion, 

Then Impudence, which did to Lechery lend 
His unchalt Ear, and Fry bad come on, 

By Riotice drawn up, and Irreligion; 


LXIV. 


Without door Danger, and Diſtruſt did wait, 
And Fear, that never was himſclt at rctt; 

Or others would permit their Watch to 'abate 3 
And Fealowfie, which tho he were poſſeſi 

Of what he lov'd, for rage tore his own Breaſt ; 
And Luft xnnatural, and Villany, 

And Revellings, in thouſand Anticks dreſt 

And Poverty, in Rags clad pitcouſly, 

Calling aloud for Death, which did th* unhappy fly. 
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It fled him, as one, who from Love was fled, 

Under the Diſc*ipline, if he had che skill 

To uſe it right, of Sorrow, ſeeming dead, 

But which for a bleſt Life prepares Our will, 

By that Repentance, which Shame does inſtil 

Repentance the firlt ep to Innocence, 

Whoſe various parts it makes, or does fulfil; 

But whereof Lulitul Minds have little ſenſc, 

Till Shame ſum up the Total of the vali expence. , 
H 
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Death ſuch a Bankrupt therefore flies, 
Haſting to thoſe, who calFd, or calPd him not, 
By Loves own Hands crown'd for the Sacritice, 
And or purſue'd, or i'th* purſuit were hot, 
E're well aware toth* end of all things got, 
By Death inglorious, and with Infamy 
( Of moſt Luxurious Livers the hard lot ) 
Yet which Love colour'd with ſuch Maiſtery, 
That the moſt follow d, what the moſt did ſeem to flie, 


EXVIL. 


For Love had thouſand Deaths at his command , 
And every Lover, might his own Fate make, 
Which ſome did, but by *a way fo under-hand, 
That from the praiſe of Love it much did take, 
And many 'a Lover loſt he for their fake 
Tho ſuch he pleaded were by him giv'n o're, 
(If all might bebecliev'd, which then Love ſpake } 
Nor could to hts account be reckoned more, 

Than it thus, or a Natural Death they dy'd before, 


LXVIIL 


Be the Point therefore, as it will for me, 

Who liſt not turther ot it here to tell ; 

Enough arc Lovcrs Deaths we daily ſce, 

( And {o*twas then ) a Songs ſcant bounds to ſwell, 

Nor yet tor Love, or them contriv'd fo well, 

But that one midtt the Pomp might cafily find 

The Mighty, by whoſe crucl Hands they tell 3 

And Verdict give the Murther was delign'd, 
By th Pains they telt before, Reproach they left behind, 
LXIX? 
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Pains more than can of Mortal Tongue b2 toll, 
And ſharpcr than ©re Tyr.mn did invent 
Which the whole Man did in ſtrait Fettcrs hold, 
Till tortur'd Nature, quite worn out, was (pcnt, 
Of Love the Guerdon and the Puniſhment : 
Yet Tyrans Racks tound out, the Pale, and Wheel, 
And Fire, and all that can by Fire torment, 
Or be prepar'd, tl ax, and derr-doing, Steel, 
But make no wounds all, {ct with thoſe which Lovers 
( tecl; 
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| Thrice, and than thrice more wretched ſtate of Love, 
When Innocence and Truth to Heav'n were gone! 
But (eve'n times wretcheder it yet did prove, 
When this Mock-love wholly uſurpt the Throne, 
( As he after did ) and ſingle reign'd alone, 
| With Name and Pow'r alike ufurpt, yet was, 
Ah! What not was he?— Burt *tis time to? have done 
With him, who can to Verſe give little grace, 
And inanother Canto to the True Love pats. 
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THE LEGEND OF LOVE. 
C4NT0 11I. 


I, 


Ti RED with the Way I have already gone 
Longer by many a Stage, than ſetting out 
I thought it would have prov'd, and where there's 
To guide me, in the ſearch I am about, ( none 
How well I ſhall ſucceed is my great doubt, 
Who almoſt of the Enterprize repent, 
Wiſhing I better of it firſt had thought ; 
At leaſt before me ſome Eſpials ſent, 

Who might have told the hazard of the bold Attempt, 


TI. 


But to repent (alas!) *tis now too late, 
And in the laſt Act fail, a wrong to Love. 
Which in another I ſhould ſurely hate, 
And cannot in my ſelf undlam'd approve, 
What Arguments ſo ere Diftruſt may move 
Which many, cogent ſcem, and weighty all, 
But all which by this ſingle'One I reprove, 
That wcellif well, if il ſuccecd I ſhall, 

"Tis not inglorious from the noblelt heights to fall, 


ITE. But 
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But help me Love, and I'll not yet deſpair ! 

For other Muſe I darc not invocate; 

None but thy Self, with whom the Treaſurcs are 
Of bright Idzas, tho diſcover'd late 

To me, who half my time in Darkneſs ſat, 
Ylamped only by a Fooliſh Firc, 

Whole wandring guidance I nov deprecate, 

Led by it often, and my vain deſire, 

To whence I could not till Thy Day brake out, rctirc, 


I'V. 


Atlength it brake out, and I came to know 

How wofully I had miſtook my Way 

Shine forth again with double Glory now, 

And in my Verſe Thy faireſt Beams diſplay, 

That others with me in it triumph may : 

And having their Night Sullys thence refin'd, 

Carol with ſacred Hymn's to th* Beauteous Day 3 
Carol to Thee, by Heav'n, and God delign'd, 

The Counterfeit to' uncaſe, and Eycs reſtore the Blind. 


V. 


LONG had the Mock-love, by his falſe diſguiſe, 
Upon the Credulous World unpos'd, but more 
Upon himſelf, it he had been fo wiſe 

To think how much *twould coſt him to reſtore, 
And, what by tort he* had ſnatcht, a new pay og're3 
But this ( alas! ) came ſeldom in his thought, 
Rather perverſe ſtill, as he was before, 

The World, which he had into Bondage brought, 
Eternally to? enthral, was th' only Prize he ſought. 
H 3 
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This was his aim, nor to rcbate it found, 

Save Prophccics of a Swpplantery race 3 

Which wcll he knew not, and could worſe expound, 

Whercin the happy Country was the place, 

Whence was furetold ſhould come his great diſgrace 3 

But when, or how, tho himſelt Oracles gave, 

Too hard to be refolv'd was the dark caſe 3 

Nor could he any certain knowledg have, 

Who ſhould the Mighty Conqueror be, his Thralls to 
( unſlave, 

VII, 


The happy Country well cnough he knew, 

Part of his Syria to be *hight Paleſtine 3 

Wherefore he thither his Chict Forccs drew, 

| And ſeiz'd it filt by *a more than double Trine 
i Of curſed Nations, from the Great Chams Line 
| Cham, who hrlt gave hinvcredit by his Anns, 

| And then his Empire to him did reſign 3 

p 

| 


Cham, whom he thus rewardcd for the harms 
b, He had ſultain'd, to be C:mp-Maſter of his Charms, 


VIIT. 


" Seven curſcd Nations. of his curſcd Sccd. | 
| To be its conliant Guard Love thither ſent 3 
Who t:i]V'd the Land fo with their curſed Brced, 
That fcarce was lett him room tor his own Tent, 
Leſs tor new CoPonies, it ſuch thither went : 
| A ſtupid, beſtial, and unmanly Rout, 
þ Thar all thcir Age in Lults unnatural ſpent 3 
Till the time came their Land ſhould ſpue them out, 
Teo long opprclt, and bring the dread Forchght _ 
X. 


Ix, 


Lows ſaw it coming, and began to fear, 


When Facob's numerous Holt, from Bondage lcd, 


Unto the Cananitiſh bounds drew ncar, 

Seiſing the Nations with unuſual Dread, 

While Scas to make them way roſe up and fled 

But never did he more contounded ſtand, 

Than when he Fordan ſaw recoil to*his Head, 

And to new Armies ſhar'd by Lot his Land, 
Supplanted cre he did th* Supplanters undcriiand. 


X, 


Before he doubted thoſe would prove the Men, 

And therefore when they were upon the Way, 

From Madian dreit a Female Stratagem, 

By which above two Myriads ſlaughtcr'd lay, 

Tho Madan for it aftcr dear did pay, 

And he who gave the Counſcl with them fcll, 

Balam their Prieſt and his the Sword did ſlay, 

To expiate for th* Whoredoms he did (cl, 
And more advilſc, than by Prophetic rage torctcl: 


XI. 


But then he knew it, and in every Age, 
As Iſrael did in wealth and power cncreale, 


I 


New Wars would with the Holy People wage, 


Wars Amorous, the fad reſult of Peace 3 
Nor his Aſfaults defeated oft ſurceale 3 

Till David was exalted to the Throne, 

With Teſtimony that he God did pleaſe, 

As Enoch had, and then Love gave tor gone 


All he before had gain'd, and by his Conquetis won. 
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Ah! that it had been gone ! and that his ſway 
Had here cxpir'd! But Feſſes Son ſoon fell, 
A victim at his Altars, and a Prey ; 
Wherewith, and with his Pride he fo did (well, 
That tho he aftcr had not much to tell, | 
Nor much to boaſt more, during his whole Reign, 
Eluded was he judg'd the Oracle, 
Nor could there for him ought behind remain, 

But what He thus had got, ashapp'ly to maintain. 


XIIL 


This S2lomons youth did eaſily perſwade, 

( David's next Succeſſor ) who tho molt wile, 

( Loveot the Wiſcſt ne're was yet afraid ) 

Had other Grandures, which might chanee to riſe 

Higher in Loves account, well plac'd, than his: 

Inhnite Riches, Peacctul Government, 

The Necks, and Pleaſures of his Enemies 

And, what then theſe was more, a mind intent, 
Of Folly, and of Lovcto make th' Experiment. 


XIV, 


He made it, and in making it was caught, 
To his Lands baleftul Ruine, and his own 
And both, by him that, he by Love ill taught, 
As from a Prccipice together thrown, 
Ne're ſtopt till come to th* bottom Head-long down: 
Unhappy Princc, whocould not ſingle fall! 
Whoſe ſmiles appear'd wore fatal than his frown 3 
The Kingdoms Laws this, for the Criminal, % 
But bad example thoſe, which further reacht to all! 
; XV, 
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And now, if ever, Love to the? top was got 
Of his unmeaſurable Soveraigntie 3 | 
So far above his Hope and deepeſt Plot, 
That ſcarce could he believe what hedid ſee, 
And almoſt tremblecd in thoſe heights to be, 
Compar'd with which the Honours he had gain'd, 
In the World Heathen, were a low degree 3 
For there he o're the brutiſh only reign'd, 
The Nobleſt, and the Wiſeſt here to 'his Lore were 


(train'd. 
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Ev'n God himſelf moſt High to ſerve was made; 

And his frit Inſtitution, Marriage, | 

Cement of holy Love, fo baſe allay'd, 

That it degen'rated to Beltial rage, 

And more divided, than it did engage 

To mutual Amours and joyn'd Hearts conſent : 

Madneſs before begun, but which this Age, 

With ancient Rites,  indulg'd long, not content, 
Perfefted by a new, and wild Eſtabliſhment, 


XVIL 


Of ſharers infinite in the Marriage Bed, 

By this falſe Loves prime Miniſters brought in 3 

With Artifice, at firſt; cloſe palliated, 

The' New-made World, which was but peopled thin, 

To ſtock amain and plauſibly begin : 

Hence Bigamy, and then Polygamy, 

| , Divorce next, to them near © 

| On every ſmall diſlike, did multiply, 

| Ani Children reck'ned-were of Loves huge Family. - 
"Rv | XVIIL 
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And (o it ſtood, even in the Holy Race, 
(From the Beginning tho it were not fo) 
For many Ages of permiſſive Grace, 
But more of Hardneſs that ith* Heart did grow 
Of thoſe, who no delight in One would know, 
And whom Variety would only pleaſe : 
Yet God at firſt but One delign'd, to ſhow 
His, and the pow'r of Love, and if Diſeaſe 
Abus'd *t ſhould after be, its Remedy and Eaſe. 


XIX 


(For morc,, if more are ſought the drought to allay, 
But like ſtrange waters to th' Hydropic prove, 
And frequent draughts, which in the Bowels ſtay, 
Ard nor thc Thirſt, nor the Diſcaſe remove 3 

- And ſuch is Change to him, who Change does love, 
(The more, the worſe) He drinks, and thirſts again, 
And (till the more he drinks, does more improve 
His Thirſt, the very remedy is pain, 

Yet ncither can ſhake off, of neither but complain.) 


R RX. 


And that Diſeaſe *twould prove, in his Foreſight, 
Abus'd once, the Almighty knew, and thence 
To 'a ſingle Circle bound the ſubtile Sp'rit, 
Who, one tranſgreſt, was Proot againit all fence, 
And caſrly could with Juſt and Fit diſpenſe 3 
One Partner in Chalt Nuptials, as enough 
| Thcir Ornament to be, and their Defence, 
By Sin preventcd, all that was above, 

Or two, or more, or many, came from this Falſc oo 

XXL, 
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From him they came All, but ſucceſſively, 
And cven the Many yet were but a Few, 
Compar'd with that exceſs, which grown moſt high, 
In Salomon's Reign, no limits had, or knew, 
And into th* Band, not One, but Hundreds drew : 
Seven hundred Wives, Three hundred Concubins, 
Whom the Uxorious King did cloſe purſue, 
A Female Army, under Love's Enſigns, 

With Treaſure infnit drein'd,and with exauſted Loins; 


XXIL 


Prodigious Aſtoreth, be *it an He, or She, 
Or both, or neither, an opprobrious Stock 3 
For Sex in Idols is a Nicetic 
Unknown to th* Makers, whom it nc're did choque 
To flile as they ſhould pleaſe the ſenfle(s Block: 
Tho if they call'd it by a Female Narme, 
More Folly, and leſs Power, they iFere did yoke 
And, it need ſcrv'd, a Male the God became, 
Their own to *attemper, and expoſe the Votaries ſhame, 


XXII1L 


| Be it prodigious therefore, and a She! 
And a She this Mock-Love, if fo it plcaſc! 

Prodigious Aſtoreth ! and prodigious He, 

Who was her Slave, and Slave to 'a thouſand Shces, 

On the Rack put by his Lults, or Marriages! 

And it *ris true, that cach a Body makes, 

(And true it is) how monſtrous with all the(c, 

Muſt his appear, who has ſo different ſtakes, (takes ? 
Where cach with only 'him, he with cach, and all 1 
XXLV, 
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With all partook he, and made up with all 

One monſirous Body, which die all contain 
All Lands, and Languages, from the huge Wall 
Of Babylon, to where Nile bedds the Main , 
Luſty in Egypts Spoils, with Pompous Train : 
No Country was there, but ſent in ſome Love, 
No Love, but did its Countries Gods retain, 
All which he ſerv'd, if he were Service-proof, 

Enough to ſatiate, not to ſatisfy enough. 


XXV, 


Marriage perverted thus from its deſign, 

Love to enhance, and raiſe an Holy Seed, 

Tohinder Whoredoms, and the Rage confine 

Of an unruly Paſſion, which did need 

More Reins than Spurs, and of Hells fierceſt breed 3 

But above all, nobly to typify 

The Myſtic Union, which ſhall intercede 

*Twixt Chriſt & holy Church, Man & th* Moſt High, 
All Miſchiefs thence brake in, and all Idolatry. | 
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Thence Whoredoms, Fornications thence brake in, 

And, which the Holy People did or'eflow, 

Rapes, Inceſts, and than Inceſt worſe, the Sin 

Confuſion call'd, toul Sod'omy, and a row 

Of beſtial Vices, which 'twere guilt to know, 

But more to tell ; The *unwary Courſe ſome take 

Luſt to perſiringe by ation, or by ſhow, 

But teaching more, what docs no teaching lack, 
And thoſe whoſe Ign'orance,their whole Innocence does 

make. XXVIL 
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| * Yet Iſradl aQtcd all, and did out-do, 
Well thew'd in Villanies, their Teachers skill ; 
And Men with Men, with Women Women too 
All Shame put off, and did both parts fulh], 
With Sexes counterfeired, ( every Hill, 
And Grove with Humane Beaſts, and mingled Blood 
Promiſcuous caſt, repleniſht thick) the while 
Brutes themſelves, as leſs ſalvage, wondring ſtood, 
Man o're them made to reign, ſhould with them change 
(Manhood. 
XXVIIL 


No wonder thus debas'd, new Gods they choſe, 
Gods like themſelves, and they new Gods did chuſe, 
Prodigious as their Luſts, on whom they*impoſe 
Horrors the Beaſt would, if it could, refuſe, 

Delign'd for Service and anobler uſe : 

Baalim and Aſtaroth, or what-ever name 

Thoſe Generals include, bleeding Thamuze, 

| Dagon, and Moloch, Kemos, Moabs ſhame, 

| And thouſand others, which into the Bead-roll came 2 


/ XXIX 


| All which they worſhip'd, and did lowly bow 
Before their Altars3 loweſt bow'd their King, 
Who Temples made them, and did hrlt allow 
Their Rites abſurd, (by his ſtrange Wives brought in, 
Authentick made, when their ctiabliſhing 
Own'd him as Founder ) and ſome think that Vcrſe 
Then luſtful Orgias tirſt began to fing, 
And proſtituted Myſicrics rehearſe, ( perſe. 
Which Fabulous Greece did aftcr through the World diſ- 
XXX, 
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Verſe it is ſure, did early ſuffer wrong 
And Tyran Love debaucht it, as he had done 
God's noble(ſt Creature, for the chains are ſtrong, 
With which he holds it yet, as if his own 
It purely were, and were enough alone 
All that he elſe has loſt back to regain, 
And whence he had been tumbled, to the Throne 
Once more advance him, in his Hands the Rein 
Of all things, midft an holier People, put again. 


XXXL 


It ſerv'd a little then, its (ervice now 

Is wondrouſly encrealt, fince Sloth, and Age 

Have heightned Vice, and made Verſe to it bow 3 

To th' Gods before it was in Vaſſalage, 

And only knew the Pythoneſſes rage, 

Or Prieſts inſpir'd, to all belide moſt chaſt, 

To Vertue did, and to true Worth engage 3 

And if the Object had been rightly plac'd, 
Might for a real Vertue, and truc Grace have paſt. 
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| | But now, ( what quickly after it begun ) 
Retaining nothing but the Ill *it has gain'd, 
By Lux, and Travel, it does counter-run 
| To all that's Good, or Honeſt, or maintain'd 
Pth' Civil Worlds eftcem, with Atheiſm ſtain'd, 
( As the next liep to many Gods is none ) 
Andall Impiety; has place obtain'd 
Withthe worſt Men, and is fo furious grown, 
That in its fits it God and King dehes alone. 
XXXIIL 
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Theſe it dehes, and dare unmask'd profeſs. 
(Wherc'it may be free, and to its tull pitch flown) 
What e*'ven to think abaſh'd mere Heathenneſs ; 
Nay when reſerv'd moſt, and moſt modeſt grown, 
'Twill others Follics fing, and make its own, 
And than the Wiſe much rather pleaſe the Vain : 
But ſince its preſent State too well is known 
To be conceal'd, my felt I ſhall not pain 

To tell it here, or further, tho provok'd complain. 


XXXIV, 


Ah ! that it would it ſelf, or could complain ! 

And of the Luſts, to which it did ſubmic 

| Unwillingly at firit, nor without pain, 
But willingly when Cuſtom humbled it, 
Betray'd by 'its falſe and treacherous Mignon Wit ; 
Her Milſtreſs Verſe the treacherous Maid beguil'd, 
The falſe Love her 3 and up they both did ſet 
One ſhameleſs Brothel, wanton that, this wild, 

Till both of Honour, Vertuc, and true Love were ſpoil'd. 


XKXXXV, 


DeſpoiPd they were, dcſpoil'd, what they did ſerve, 
Honour, and Vertue, and the Love Divine, 

And Wedlock, which did covertly preſerve 

Some Traccs of a Vigor Maſculine, 

Which Luſt could ncver to its Beck incline 

Sp perfectly, but it reliftance made, 

Weak as it was, and ſprung a Counter-mine : 

But now alide all Enmities were laid, 

; Andall withone conſent did plot Heav n to invade, 
XXXVI, 


XXXVL _ 


Which as th' Almighty ſaw into his Mind, 
That Mind of his it came, which ever love, 
To 'his Works did bear, to Man was cver kind, 
The madneſs of ſuch Faytours to reprove, 
And what none elſc could do,the Cauſe remove 3 
The cauſe was this Mock-Love, whom to debaſc, 
Into his Mind it came, by him, who ſtrove 
So high toraiſe him, and who what he was, 

Of all Men beſt did know, did all in Loves ſurpaſs, 
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Wiſe Salomon, who when he long had try'd 
The vain Experiment, at length grew Wiſe 3 
Nor longer with him would the ſecret hide, 
Than till th* Almighty open'd had his Eyes, 
And to him clear'd the bleſt Diſcoveries : 
Till his Repentance had his Loves effac'd, 
" AndCredence gain'd as, that, immerlt to riſe 
Tho hard it be, the Doom may not be palt, 
F If what's too long one Day deferrd, yet come at laſt. 


XXXVIIL 


Him his ur Prophet God molt high did railc, 
Turning the Tenor of his inſpir'd String, 
Of Ancient Honour, and of Future Praiſe, 
But moſt of Love, the Cauſe, and end to fing , 
And hidden Myſterics to the Light to bring 3 
The mighty Works th' Almighty's Self would do, 
For Loves, and his BELOVEDS ranſoming: 
All which he did to th* Royal Prophet ſhow, 

And all which, by him taught, his Iſrael came to know. 
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Not as thoſe Works, when finiſht perfely 
Should be-diſplay'd, but as became their ſtate, 
And Him, who was, reltor'd, the Type to be 
Of all the Glorics, which he ſhould relate 3 
By Figures, and by Shadows adzquate 
To Humane Reaſonings, and Diſcourſe finite 3 
By his chang'd Loves a Loveto adumbrate, 
Which cannot elſe be feen by Mortal Light, 
God's Love to Man, which different Natures ſhould unite. 


XL. 
C bring, 

That Love, which God in time from Heav*n ſhould 

With Man to dwell, and as true Man appear 

Which Man no leſs, of all his Works the King, 

To Heay*n, excluded thence by* his Fall, ſhould bear, 

And on his Wings triumphantly up-rear : 

And all the way, as he does thither riſe, 

With I1dees fill him of the Beautics there 3 

That Love, in fine, which does all Loves comprize, 
Whence Man to'his Maker lives, his Maker for him dies. 


XLL 


Of all which Mrrriage is the Sacrament 3 
( Or Symbol call it, if the Name diſpleaſe ) 
The cloſeſt Union to repreſent, 
'Twixt God and Man, *twixt Man and Happiacſs3 
And if there cloſer Union be than theſe, 
Or more ( and whether more be meant who knows ? 
Thocloſer none ) in one Term all to' exprels 3 
| Marriage, which once conhrm'd by holy Vows, 
_ Is Loves Reprizal, and in ore Unions ſhows. _ 
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So God moſt High reſfolv'd, fo Salomon, 
By him inſpir'd did carnal Love impeach 
Of higheſt Treaſon, and Rebellion 3 
The hrlt, who plainly did the Myltery preach, 
And what himſelf, but late learnt, others teach : 
That Love alone, whoſe long and outſtretcht Line, 
| Through Natures Works, to Natures end does reach, 
Their Love, whom God, not Lult or Interelt joyn, 
Unequal tho it be, comes nearcli the Divine, 


XLIIL 


As near as was, or fit for us to know, 
Or potible, in Mortal Fleſh immur'd | 
( Tho God himfelf the Form would take below ) 
When brightcr Viſion could not be endur'd, 
Nor Loves inviſible taught elſe, or ſccur'd | 
For ſuch is Man, tho of God's Works the chick, 
Of things Inviſible to be afſur'd, 
That from things Viſible he muſt receive 
Th impertc& Image, and of God by* himſelf conceive. 


XLILV. 


His Bodies ſtructure, and his Souls great Powers, 
Both which as having God himſelf propounds3 
Tho Acts Organical are purely Ours, 
And he the Deity by the ſhift contounds, 
WV ho makes it what che Parable expounds, 
With Scnſcs, and with Parts corporeal, 
Loving like us, and with a Lovers Wounds, 
Which trom the Deity are excluded all, 

And only us'd, that under Senſe thoſe Acts may fall. 
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Yet ſo God loves, ſo would be known to Love, 
As Love ith' Marriage Bed, kept undefil d, 
Might figure belt, it one the Vail remove, 
Our Nature, which of Innocence diſpoyl'd, 
Till rais'd, whence funk, beguiles and is beguiPd ; 
But once reſtor'd, is worthy Him, and Us, 
Him till to love, with Love us to be hIl'd, 
( Of Grace not Debt ) become both Amorous, 
The Churches Husband He, the Church his Bride and 
( Spoulc. 
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Thus loving, and belov'd thus ſhame on thoſe, 

Whoſe cither Atheiſm, or Impicty, 

Dare the Tremendous Figure, or expole, 

Or ſubje& make it of foul Raillery, 

And to vile Luft embaſe the Myltery! 

That of their Happ'nels have fo little ſenſe, 

Thcir God, their Souls, and their Civility, 

That they with things moli ſacred can diſpenſe, 
And rather than not give it, take from Heav'n offence! 
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From Thee, moſt ſacred and inſpircd Song, 

The humbleſt Condeſcention of Heav*ns King, 

From which my roving, Verſe has ftray'd too long, 

Led by the Mock-love, and now late docs fing, 3 

Next that the humblel(i, which with Saffron Wing, 

Gabriel, the Truc-loves mighty Harbinger, 

Forctold to the* EVER-VIRGIN, ere the thing 

Was full accomplitht, and thereof did bear, 
Whendone firlt News, and what the ſigns to know him 
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Signs too unlikely, till by Angels told, 
Whereby the Maker of all things to find 3 
For who would think a ſimple Cratch ſhould hold 
Eternal Majeſty, mean Swathings bind 
Th Incomprchenſible, and Unconhin'd 3 
And that an Ox, and Aſs were company, 
(To Scorn enur'd, and labour by their kind ) 
In an Inns-Stable fit for God Moſt High, 
And that a Babe ſhould be that God, and expos'd lic ? 
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Yet ſigns they were with Heav'n which ſuited beſt, 
And belt with God, when God ſhould Fleſh appear 
And fo was Wedlock,, thence to be expreſt, 
E're that time came, the Image he ſhould bear, 
Or rather what our ſelves, allycd to* him near, 
( Nearer by Purchaſc, than Creation ) 
Should thence become 3 like Glories with him wear, 
And ſince to us it could not elſe be known, 

Till Man to Heay'n thould riſe, high Heav*nto Man bring 


( down, 
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By Love to bring it : And by Love HE brought it, 
Who all the Myttcrics of Love did know 
Second alone to Loves dear ſelf, who taught it, 
As or above it was, or as below, 
And in thee, Song, its Myltic Power did ſhow : 
Not as thy Words to'us ſound, but as thy Senſc, 
To th* Church apply'd, by toly Churches Vow, 
Muli be expounded, with this Difference, 

Of God *tis Figure All, of Man all Innocence, 
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Of Soul and Body, but of Soul the moſt, 
Whoſe Ads and Motions Thou doſt moſt intend 
By views Material, to our Light diſpos'd, : 
But where the Matter does all Ac ſuſpend, 
And ſhadows what it cannot comprehend ; 
Is nothing, or as nothing, how e're laid, 
Compar'd with what compariſon does tranſcend ; 
Nor meant at all, tho by it all is ſaid, 
That's faid of Love, which through its broken Pipe's 


( convey'd. 
L1I. 7 


So wouldſt Thou, Song, ſo muſt Thou be underſtood ; 
And ſhort of this, who ere Thy Flight would bound, 
To th* Deity ſacrifices Human Blood, 
| And hxes on th' Impaſſible that Wound, 
Which the Mock-love to offer had aſtound. 
For He ſoon as he heard the words Divine, 
| His Sentence in them, and his Doom he found 3 
| At which affrighted, back he did reſign 
All he before uſurpt, nor ought had to rejoyn, 


LIIL 


Happy he ſo could ſcape, tho &re away, 
Calt, and condemin'd, he into Exile went, 
The True Love, who long waited for that Day, 
Hymen his great Embaſſadour down ſent, 
; . To beg ſome Exemplary Puniſhment, 
| And Caution, that he would return no more : 
f But all the Caution, which to give he meant, 
Was but his Word, nor longer t at than Power 
Should fail him to attempt, what he had done _ 
a - V, 


For Puniſhment, *twas yct too carly Day, 
To move, or hope 3 Himſelf enough had done, 
By thoſe Spuyls, which unforce'd he down did lay, 
The Juriſdiction of Heav'ns Court to own, 
Whom that acknowledgment mult ferve or none: 
And out he went, with tiern, and bloody Eycs, 
And bitter Railings on bleſt Hymen thrown 3 
Who all his Rzilings did no Ic{s deſpiſe, 

Content ( ſince he no more could get ) with the bare 

( Prize, 
LV. 


Marriage reſtor'd to? its Juſt and Ancient Right, 

And all th* Intents, to which it was delign'd 3 

Marriage, which oncc ſccur'd, docs Souls unite, 

And made in Heav'n, to Hcav'n fo near is joyn'd, 

That only chere we purcr Love can hind : 

Marriage of th Fallen World the belt Eſtate, 

Marriage moſt Honourable with Mankind, 

W hich ro abuſe, a Man his Fleſh muſt hate, 
Marriage God's Elcihng, when Be gave ore to create, 


TO 
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To the Muſe, 
ODE PINDARIC. 


i. STROPHE. 


uT whither bear'ſt Thou me, 0 Love, 
Sovereign Diſpaſer of all things, 

Beyond the flight of Verſes Wings, 
Which after Thee a Courſe unequal moye ? 
So ſwift Thy paſſage is, and wondrous light, 
Scarce can.I of Thee get the fight 3 
And all fo here, and there, 
$o unconfin'd, and every where, 
Appear Thou doſt, and diſappear, 
A Phantoſm Thou would't reckned be, 
But that whole Nature lives alone by Thee. 


LL ANTISTROPHE. 


From Heav'n to Earth, from Earth again 
To Heav'n, who has Loves Journy trace't ? 
Hail ye bright Stars, which ſaw him laſt, 
And greater Luſtxe by his grant obtain ! 
You laſt of all his parting Charge recciv'd, 
And till to keep it axe believ'd, 

In times, and ſeaſons thence, 

Which you to all his Wqrks diſpenſe, 

With kind aud wholeſome Influence 3 

And at his Thrones dread Footſtool wait, 
Illuftrious Guards and Meſſeogers of Fate. 


* Happy the Man, whoſe noble Soul 


© Hath rais'd him to a pitch ſo high, | 
© That 


120 E 11 N1A H, 


& That he the Heav?ns, as they about him roll, 
© Undazled can behold with curious Eye 3 ;- 

«© And every Myſtic note, 

« That's in their Mighty Volume wrote, 

« As clearly underitand, 

« Asif acquainted with no other hand : | 
&« Yet happier He by far, 

* Who like the Kings, firſt guided by a Star, 

« Obtains like Royal Grace, 

* Into the Sacred Preſence, ufher'd thus, to paſs! 


—--_—_— 


IL STROPHE, 


An Honour done but to a few, 

As few there be, who care to joyn 

Their queli to th* ſearch of Love Divine, 
Thither applying, what from thence they drew 3 


Heav*ns Prielis, and Loves, who have the — Skill 
Both Services at once to fill ; 


Nor like the moſt all day, 
Or Idle ſtand, or play, 
And gaze tho? on' Heaven their Age away : 
Of Love, who largely boaſt the'Name, | 
But never ſaw his Light, or felt his Flame. | 


bl 


Il. ANTISTROPHE, l 


At once both Services he fill'd, 

Whom the Muſe ſings, both knows the belt 
Of any, who ere thoſe Gifts poſſeſt, 

In Books ſo different ſo divinely skill'd 3 
Natures and God's, the Gloſs that, this the Text, | 
And rcad together unperplext : 
While that, by* it ſelf alone, 


E 1 Q1A4 mn. 121 
Read, as too oft is done, | 


' But Altars rears to' a God unknown ; 


Toth' True this does a way provide, 
But difficult to walk without a Guide. 


IT. EPODOS, 


Not SETH, whoſe Pillars Fabulous 

Surviv'd the all-devouring Flood, 

Taught the New World the Half he teaches us 
Were all he taught as well but undertood ; * 
Tho when of Lowe He treats, 

And His high Myſteries repeats, 

All hear, and what is heard 

By all for certain Truth is {o rever'd, 

The raviſht Soul reſents 

Its teadious ſtay, and future joys prevents 
Rapt in Ecſtatic Fires 

To the Divine Aboads, almoſt ith* Flame expires, 


IN. STRQPHE. 


Witneſs Thou Sarwms ſacred Pile, 

Which from the day Thou firſt cam'ſt down 
From the parcht neighbouring Hill, the Town 
Attending Thee, and ſhouting all the while, 
None happier ſaw'ſt than that-which made Thee His, 
And Him Thine with united bliſs. 
Thy Streams, Thy Fields, Thy Towers, 

By the* Graces Ied, and Hours, 

Daunc'd to their Genizs Crown'd with Flowers : 
Thy very Children bleſs that time 

And their new Aers from its date ſublime. 


HE. 4 N- 
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HI 4NTISTROPHE, 


Not but that worthy Thee, and Verſe, 
There have been Prelats heretofore, 

( Tho none ſo Worthy ) had like ftore 
Of ſacred Po:ts been, as now rehearſe. 
Burt all (alas!) are in Oblivion drown'd, 
Unſung laid underground, 

Becauſe the Muſes ayd, 

To all th* Acquiſts they made, 

Or lacking was, or cWe unpray'd : 

And their fond hopes of Future glory, 

Or to dumb Walls contin'd, or doubtful tory. 


So Thy firſt Fathers, {o others fare'd 

Before, and fince Thy great Tranſlation 3 

And if to* eſcape *twas not for ſome ſo hard, 

The Works they wrote, were their Fames beſt Foundati- 

In which an Agethey live, (on; 

That Braſs, and Marble ſhall ſurvive. 

So Jewel ever lives, 

And life to' his very Enemy gives. 

So ſhall Thy Reverend Lord 

Long hence be Thine, and His own beſt Record, 

Halt to Him Mrſe, and take 

At *his Knees that blefling, which may Thee lmmnonty 
( make, 


TO 
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To the Right Reverend 
FATHER IN GOD, 
SETH Lord Biſhop of SAR UM. 


Munxorus. whence firſt ſhe learnt the early Skill, 
In humble ſtrains Almizhty LOVE to ling 3 
And then of Her,to whom ſhe her Works does bring, 
The CHURCH, and Colledg, both whoſe Names intiil 
Like Sentiments, and ſhall Fames Records till 
With Worthies, fit to 'employ the Nobleſt liring 
Of Heav'n-tun'd Verſe, and almoſt tire its Wing, 
To bear them, hence tranſlated, up its Hill: 
My Muſe to You, my LORD, and your great Name, 
This LEGEND of the one, and t'other LOVE, 
( As different as their Ends and Natures prove ) 
Doubly inſcribes3 that thence her purer Flame 
To Heav'n, fo offer'd, may more gratctul riſc 
The grofler Parts be Wood for th' Sacrihce. 


FINTIS. 


A 
PARAPHRASE 


Some Selet HYMNS 


OF THE 
New and Ouv TESTAMENT, 
With ſome other Occaſional Compoſitions 


I'N 


Engliſh RIMES. 
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RIMES. 


The VI great HY MNS of St. LUKE. 


IL HYMN. 
The ANGELS Salutation. 
Ave Gratid plena. Luct 1. 
28, 


AIL of Heaven highly Grace'd, 
Hail, O VIRGIN full of Grace! 
Heav*ns Blcilings all on Thce be placed, 
| In whom Hcav'ns G OD takes up his Place! 
| Bleſt Thou among all Women be, 


, Bleſt be Thy Name and Mcmory, 
” Bleſt VIRGIN-MOTHER be Thy Stile to' Ercrnity! 


Il. HYMN. 


RIMES;, 


IL, HY MN, 


The Salutation of ELIZABETH. 


Benedifa Tu inter Muleres, 
I. 


LEST Thou among all Women be, | 

And blett the FRUIT, which Thou doſt bear! * 

But whence is this great Honour done to me, 

That my LORD'S MOTHER ſhould approach thus 

And greater joys ſuppreſt at Home, ( ncar 
In mine to *atſiſt ſhould hither come ? 


IL. 


Yet not at Home thoſe greater Joys, 

Tho there ſuppreſt, couldſt Thou wholly leave 3 
For ſcarce was heard Thy falutations Voice, 
But my glad Womb the Signal did receive : 

And there with joy the Babe did ſpring, 

It's preſent GOD to atteſt, and King, 


TIL. 


Thrice bleſt the Faith, which firm docs hold ! 
For a Pcrtormance there ſhall be 
Of all, that was by th* Heav'nly Meſſage told, 
And, or Thy happy FRUIT concerns, or Thee 3 
The Sender was the Eternal Lord, 
Who having palt will Crown his Word. 


II. HYMN, 


RIMES. 


II. HY MN. 
! The Song of the BLESSED VIRGIN, 
Et ait Maria,— Magnificat anint, Cc, 
I 


res ts; 9 b 
bp fy: 7 


1. My SOUL does Magnihe the Lord, 
My Spirit in God my Saviour does rejoyce 
My Spirit his thankful Praiſes ſhall record, 
And my Soul, thence awak't, provoke my Voice : 
Nor Soul, nor Spirit, my Judgment, or my Will, 
My Voice, or Lyre, ſhall in his Praiſe lie (till, 
But all my Powers I'll ſummon, and their nobleſt skill. 


II. 


For (Lo!) his Hand-Maids low eſtate, 
: He fromon High hasview'd with kind regard ; 
. His Hand-Maids, to th* encreaſe of whoſe fad Fate, 
The Royal Blood, from whence ſhe ſprang, preit hard : 
But now all Nations ſhall Record me BLEST, 
* And Davids Seed, of David's Throne poſleſt, 
| To' his Blood the Glory ſhall return,tg' his Land its reli. 


ITL 


Great are the things, which He hath done, 
And done for me, who? Himſelf is great of Might 3 
Great tho He be, *tis Holineſs alone, 
Wherein He of all Names does molt delight : 
Aaz Al 


"A 


Lucz 1, 
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RIMES, 


All but of 's Mercy, which in him the ſame, 
He to Gen'erations therefore does Proclaim, 
And keep with them,who fear Him, and his Holy Name, 


I'V. 


To all beſide, by His Arm He is known, 
And ſirength Almighty, which none can repel 3 
His Arm,that from their height the Proud pulls down, 
And open throws their Plots hid deep as Hell : 

That Kings and Kingdoms at its Will does {way, 
And gives their Crowns to thoſe ith* duſt who lay, 
With good things th* Hungry hills,the* Rich empty ſend; 

( away, 
V. 


Iſrael thus hath He filPd, thus rais'd, 

And rais'd up thus, will with his Hand uphold 

Iſrael his Firli-bern 3 And our God be prais'd, 

Who mindful oi th Inheritance palt of Old, 

Warrant5 to' His Child, and with it all Decreed 

By* His Word toour Fathers,to* Abrabam and his Seed, 
And all whom Abraham's Faith makes _— _ 

cc 


IV. HYMN, 


lame, : 


eed F 
the 
ecd. F 
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RIMES. 


IV. HYMN. 


The Song of ZACHARIAS. 


Benedicins Dominns Dexs 1(racl. 
I, 


[5245s Great God etcrnally be Prais'd 


5 


Who Iſrael from the Duſt at length hath rais'd 3 


And mindtul of his Ancient Care, 
Forgotten, when we thought we were, 
Iſrael to viſit has himſclt come down, 
The Priſon Doors wide open thrown, 
And by th' Redemption wrought, made his grea 


IT. 


Redemption for his —__ has he wrought, 
And to the Throne the 
To David's Throne, and *tis his Son 


t Preſence 
( known. 


Soyal Pris'ncr brought 3 


Sprung from his Loyns, holds David's Throne 3 
With Empire, which no placeor time can bound, 


With Subjects, in all Countrys tound, 


III. 


Subjects, which like him ſhall be Kings, and like him 
( Crown'd. 


This by his Prophets, which have been of old, 


In every Age he wondrouſly foretold 3 
( For every Age have Prophets been, 
From fince the World did tirlt begin, 

S: Aa 4 


Luct 1. 
68, 


RIMES. 


This to foretel, which now we Celebrate ) 
That God our Wrongs would vindicate, 
And from one Ruine ſave us, and our threatned State. 


IV. 


Not for our Righteouſneſs, but to perform 
The Mercy promis'd, and his Covenant {worn 3 
Promis'd the Fathers, who firſt were, 
But which himſelf did to* Abraham (wear, 
By Oath moſt Sacred 3 for to be no more 
Doubted, tho ſtabliſht *twas before, : 
By himſelf, Heav*ns greateſt Oath,the God moſt Higheſt F 
| ( {wore, E 
V. 


So God moſt Higheſt, ſo by* Himſelf he Swore, 
And that from Heav'n we ſhould receive the Power, 
( Deliver'd trom our Encmics Hands, 
Their Captive Chains and Servile Bands ) 
His own more Noble Service to attend, 
Fearleſs of all that may offend, 
In Rightcouſneſs, and holy Praiſe, which ne're ſhall end, 


VI. 


And now he comes,O Child, who this hath wrought; 
He comes, who has the great Salvation brought : 
Be thou his Prophct, and his Ways 
Prepare, while He a moment ſays, 
Only till thou before Him canſt prepare 
His Ways, which decp and wondrous are, 
Pylaying down his own,the Lite o'th* World to ſpare. 


VII. Teach 


RIMES, 


VII. 


Teach the World, Child, and make his Iſras! know 
Whence their Salvations mighty Source does flow 3 
That from Remiſſion of their Sin, 
The mighty Source does firſt begin : 
Through our God's tender Mercy, who the Way 
To Pardon does by Penance lay 
Penance, which does the glories of his Grace diſplay. 


I VIII 
ſt © | 
re, ® — That Grace, whereby the Day-ſpring from on High, 
| Now viſits us with Streams, which ne'rc thall die. 
Streams of pure Ethereal Light, 
| To ſhine on thoſe, who in darkneſs ſit; 
© Which Death's pale ſhadow ſhall with Rays encreaſc, 
And hopes long Pris'ners thence releaſe, 
And both theirs guide, and our feet into th* way of Peace. 


af V. HYMN. 
The ANGELIC Hymn. 
t3 Gloria in Altiſſumis, &c. 


Gi. oxy be to God on High ! 
Ith' Higheſt Great Jehovah bleſs ! 
| Good will tow'rds Men, on Earth be Peace ! 
| Glory to God on High! 
And may this Round, bcgun thus, laſt eternally. 


VI. HYMN. 


ol WO... - 
- 


RIME S. 


VI. HYMN. 
The Song of STM E O N. 


Nunc dimittis ſeruum tuum, 8c. 


| 


Froucs, my God, enough! I beg no more : 
Nor Thou, tho begg'd, canſt greater Grace beſtow ; | 
My Prayers at length are anſwer'd, and 1 'adore | 
The Word, which from thy Mouth did go, | 
The Word, which like thy Self no change = know; 
And now Thy Servant is content to die, 
Now,as the belt time,ſince Thy Word and Life's ſo nigh, 


II. 


Nigh is the Word, which Thou to me didſt paſs, 
Nor has Death come,me and Thy CHRIST between; 
As nigh is Life, Thy other Word, which I embrace, 
And who, that has thus happy been, 
In two great Words, fultll'd one, tother (cen, 
Would not like me defire in peace to die, 
And mortal Lite exchange for Immortality ? ' 


TIL 


In Peace 1 die, and Thou diſmiſſeſt me, 
My God, in Peace, fince with theſe very Eyes, 


Bctore their change, I Thy Salvation ſee, , 
An 


RIMES. 


And lack not from the Dead to riſc, 
As Prophets muſt to *approve their Prophecies: 
By Faith they only at a diſtance ſaw, | 
What in my Arms Ihold, the end of all their Law. 'N 


q I'V. 


Hail, bleſt Salvation of the Eternal King! ' | 
Hail Thou, who hither bring it, Bleſſed Child ! F 
In whom, as holy Bards inſpir'd do ing, '$ 
Thoſe wondrous Truths tall be fulfll'd, 

Which to Immortal Verſe ſhall ſubjc& yield! 
Hail to you both, prepar'd of God to C | 
| 


£ This Worlds Redemption, Heav'ns and Angels ſcrutiny ! 


Py YS STI... ES 0 28s > 
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n V, 
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|; Such is the great Beheſt 3 ſuch is Thy Will, 
2J Who now betore all Nations dolt prepare 

What ſhall with joyous Praiſe all Nations hl, 

Asin Him all have cqual ſhare : 
Thy Son, who ſhall to thoſe who? in darkneſsarc, 
4 Riſe, as the World's Sun does, with ſcattered Light, 

ni” But Iſraels Glory be, with Rays like *his own Flames 
n I ( bright. 


Comiato 


KR IMES, 


Comuato. 


To Sir Nicholas Stuart, Baronet, 


Joxss, made in lieu of many more, 
( And more than Songs, ) which to his Love I owe, 
Who, when your Maſter waited at the Door, | 
Firſt let him in, and ſacred Honours did beſtow 3 
( You, bleſſed Songs, ith* Temple firſt to fing, 
And then to Deſcant, on an humbler thing, ) 
To his, and your lov'd Patron go, 
And tho you ne're can recompence 
The eaſe, and leaſure both of us have thence, 
Proffer the utmoſt ſervice Verſe can do; LO 
And as He is your Ornament, 
Be of my grat'itude and his Virtue the nt Monument, 


The VIII Great HYMNS 
of the Apocalyps. 


I. HY MN. 
The Adoration of- the XXIV ELDERS. | 


Gratias agimns tibi Domine Deus Optime. 


; Apo: 
| L 11.17. 
y \ ORTHY Thou art all Honour to reccive, | 
Thrice Honour'd we, who may that Honour give, 'F 
I Bleſt King, who in One undivided now, '_ 
The ſcatter'd Parts of Time colle&ed, hat, 1 
The Future, Preſent, and the Paſt 3 
And every Time and Age doſt in one moment know. | 
b 
I | | FC 
NY ( tane | 
We praiſe Thee*, Almighty God, for that Thou? haſt | 


To Thee thy great Power, and at length dolt Reign 3 
Thou Reign'tt, and tho the Nations tronbled are, 
* Thy Wrath is come, and therewith comethe Time, 
ce B When Thou wilt ſentence every Crime, | 
And all the Dead (hall for the Great Aſſhze prepare. 


Up ſhall they riſe 3 and as their Works have becn, 


111. | 
Or Shame, or Glory, on all Browsbe ſcen | 


Thy bn 


R IMES. 


Thy Prophets, and Thy Saints ſhall ſhout for joy, 
And all who fear Thy Name, both ſmall and great; 
But Vengeance, from Thy Judgment Seat, 
Th' Earths bold Deltroyers ſhall eternally dettroy. 


IL HYMN. 


The Acclamation of Heaven, npon MICHAEL: 
overthrow of the Dragon and his Angels, 


Apoc. Nunc fada eſt Salus & Virtus, &c. 


12, 10, 
L 


Now is Salvation, now is come the Hour, 

That long expected, never ſhall be done 3 

Now Reigns our God, with whom in cqual Power, 

And (irength Enthron'd, firs his Anointed Son : 

They Reign and Judg, and having Judgment palt, 
Thc Brethrens great Accuſer, or'e the Bar have caſt, 


IL 


Both Night and Day the Brethren he accus'd, 
Heav*ns common Barrettor, with Charge unjuſt; 
( Their Patience, and the Judges Grace abug'd ) 
Tho from them the torg'd Calumny they thruſt, 
And his falſe Evidence or'c-ruPd, bore down, 

Ey the Lambs Blood in Court atteſted, and their own, 


IIE 


Theſe were the Pleas whereby they overcame, 
And theſe the Witneſles call'd, and allow'd 3 
Which 


RIMES. 


Which ev'n the Devil their ſlanderer heard with ſhame, 
3 And ſelt-condemn'd, to the juſt Sentence bow'd : 
Greater their Word was than could be deni'd, 
But greater yet their Teſtimony, that they Di'd. 


I'V. 


* For this, O Heav*ns, rejoyce, and ye who there 
L'® In Sacred Bliſs uninterrupted dwell, 
” Rejoyce, anda part with youlet them bear, 
” Who frombelow ſhallof your Juſtice tell ! 
” With joy ſhall Sing, how the Dragon overthrown, 
> From Heav*ns high-top to th* Earth was tumbled down. 


V, 


But wo worth you, to whom in wrath he's come, 
Of Earth and Sea the miſcrable *out-calt, 

On whom he'll ſeek to be aveng'd, the Doom 
Was on himſelt, and cursd Abettors paſt 

* With rage hecomes, and whole Hells laſt effort, 
* Fury incenſt, becauſe he knows his time's but ſhort. 


IIL HY MN. 
The Happy Dead. 


Beati mortuti qui in Domino moriuntur. 
I. 


| Bus: are the Dead who in the Lord depart, 
From hencetorth Bleſſed write them down ! 
For Labours tho, and Pain they have known, 
Of. neither feel they more the irkſome ſmart. 


<> IT. So 


3 


— 


Apoc. 
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II. 


So lays the Spiri't 3 for but to? enjoy full reſt, 
From all their Toils are they remov'd 
And of their Works, by God approv'd, 

That follow cloſe, in Bliſs they are poſlctt, 


IV. HY MN, 
The Song of MOSES and of the LAME, 


Magna & Mirabilia ſunt opera, &C. 


I. 


Gran are thy Works, and marvelous thy Praiſc, 
Lord God Almighty, juſt and true Thy Ways, 

Bleſt King of Saints; who would not fear 

In Thy dread Preſence to appear, 
Whom Angels, and attending Thrones revere ? ? 


IL. 


Who would not Fear Thee, Lord, and Glorific 

That Name of Thine, which Thou haſt rais'd ſo high! 
Thy Holy Name by which Thou art known, 
( For Hotineſs is Thine alone, ) 

But better, than each ſingle Man by? his own. 


FII. 


Take then, Bleſt King, what is Thy proper due, 
And through all Lands, and Coaſts, Thy Right a 
That 


h! 


RIMES, 17 


That eve'ry Coaſt and every Land, 
Who wotidring at thy Judgments ſtand, 
May Worlhip Thee, and ſioop to their Command. 


V. HY MN. 


The Angel of the Waters Lauds, 


Juſtus es Domine qui es & qui eras, &C. Aﬀoc, 
| 16.5. 
| 


Ricureous art Thou, O God, who art, and waſt, x, Angel. 
And ſhale be, when all time is palt, 
The firlt who reigncd(i, and the laſt ; 
Righteous art Thou, who haſt this Day, 

Thy Kingdoms Jaltice to diſplay, 

Rightcouſly judg'd, that Blood ſhall Blood repay. 


IT. 


Thy Servants Blood they without mercy ſhed, 
And to be aveng'd of th* happy Dcad, 
Made by curlt hands the Living bleed: 
With big {woln Veins Thy Prophets ftood, 
Each Saint, the Genius of his Flood, 
Pour'd from his opened Heart truc ſtreams of Blood, 


III. 


For Blood they thirſted 3 and to drink have now 
Pure Blood, wherewith their Rivers flow : 
So worthy they, ſo Righteous Thou! 
Et awlivi alterum dicentem, Etiam Domine, 
Bb | So 


I. Angel, 


” -—"—m—_ 
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Apoce 
9, I, 


RIMES. 


So Righteous Thou, ſo worthy they, 
Who did Thy Saints, and Prophets fJay, 


VI HYMN. 


overthrow of BABY LON, 


Allelu-ja. Laus & Gloria & Virtns. 


I, 


H aur u]JAH! Toour King, 
Honour, Power, and Glory ling: 
Laud and Worlhip to Him bring, 

True and Righteous are whoſe Ways 3 

Both deſerves, and has our Praiſe. 


II. 


True and Righteous is his Doom, 
For in Judgment overcome, 


Chain'd the great Whore ſtands, and Dumb: 


Chain'd the ttands, and Dumb withal, 
Without Fricnd, or Voice to call. 


IIL 


Judg'd ſheis, who th? Earth did fiain 
With her Proſtituted Train : 
Juttly judg'd to *Eternal Pain, 

And aveng'd the Blood the ſhed, 

Dying cver, is never dcad. 

Ez dixerunt iterum Hallelnja. 


For Blood to? have Blood, and Blood in Blood repay, 


The holy Company of Heaven rcjoycing at the 


IV. Hal 


the 


Ln, ah > I © 2p 
Py Þ. y 


I'V. 


Hallclujahz to our King 
Worlhip, Laud, and Praiſes brirg, 
Glory, Power, and Honour ſing} 
Lo! how up her Smoke docs riſe, 
Who dead ever, never Dies! 
Cecidernntque viginti quatuor Seniores, &C, 
O& dixerunt Amen, &c. 


V. 
Even ſo, Lord, be it (6! 
That the Earth Thy Power may know. 
And thence make Thy Praile to grow ! 


One ble(s'd Song with us nay ſing, 
Halleluja to our King ! 


VII H YMN, 
Epithalamium on the LAMBS Marriage. 


Et wox de Throno exivit dicens, laudem 


dicite Deo, &Cc. 


I. 


Pra Him, ye Servants of tl? Eccrnal King, 


To God your noblelt Praifcs ling, 

And make Heav'ns vault with the loud Eccho ring ! 
Praiſe Him, all ye, who tear his Name, 
And 0 're th' Expanſc his Lauds proclaim 3 


Bb 2 


Both 


Apoc. 
19. 5. 


20 RIMES. 


Poth great and ſinall in tuneful Shouts accord, 
And with one Heart and Voice adore our Lord! 


i Et audivi quaſi vocem turbe magne, & ſicut vocem aqua- 
rum multaram & ſicut vocem tonitruorum magnorum 
dicentium 

Alleliqa ! quoniam, &c; 


[ IT, 


Hallelujah ! Sing aloud ! 
Lowder (till th* harmonious Voice, 
| Till it drown a Thunders Noiſe, 
| And with gay Horror fill th? admiring Crowd ! 
For ( Lo! ) our God Omnipotent does Reign, 
And to himſelf reſumes the Rule again, 


tt ITT, 


| Rt] Let us be glad now, and let us rejoyce, 
1 And give him due Honour, who made us this Day 3 


| A Day that compenſates for all our Annoys, 
\SÞ And Ages that we for its Coming did pray: 


| Y The Lamb's Marriage-day, which tho long e're it came, 
| We meet, and greet thus with our Songs pureſt flame. 
[-\ 

I V, 


"Tis come, and does with hallow'd Glory ſhine, 
So bright a Day in Heav*n did ne're appear, 
( Tho ever Day, and bright *tis ever there ) 
As this, illumin'd by the Sun Divine, 
And for 'his own Nuptials made with high Deſign. 
But yet how bright ſo ere it is, 
His Bride new Luſtre to it gives, 
Who in her Glory waits Him, as He her in his, 
V. Sce 


V. 


See, where She ſtands array'd in Glorious wile, 
Second alone to Him, who ever lives : 
Above the boldelt light wing'd Seraph firives, 
Who ne're ſuch Beauties with Immortal Eyes, 
E're gaz'don, fave in Him whoſe is the Prize, 
For beſide what's Her proper Dower, 
{ Charms, which th* Almighty overcame } 
Heav'n all its riches on Her Dreſs does pour, 


VI 


Choice of rich Garments has She thence, and ſtore, 

( Preſented from the Wardrobe of the Lamb ) 

Of Gems that blaze with an Ethercal flame, 

Enough all but the Wearer to devour, 

And all but Heav*n to apprize them find too poor : 
Choice of fine Linnen, clean and bright, 
Beyond the $kill of Mortal Art, 

Waſht in the Lambs pure Blood, and there made White. 


VII. 


Theſe are Her Robes, and theſe Her Lord's delight, 
(Who from His Preſence nere will let Her part, 
But thus Array'd, reſigns to Her his Heart ) 
The Righteouſneſs of th* Saints, with ſacred Light, 
Communicated from his own bleſt Sight. 

Thrice happy they, thrice happy he! 

Who when their Mortal Life is done, 
The Bridgroom's Friends, to? his Supper call'd ſhall be ! 


Bb y E'envoy., 


RIME Ss. 
L'*envoy. 
Thrice happy I, my God, if I be one, 
One of the tew, whom then Thou ſhalt invite! 


No mattcr how Thou ſhalt diſpoſc of me, 
The mcaneli ſervice Regal Honours docs iunpart, 


VIIL HYMN. 


The Exultation of Heaven, at the Deſcent of 
the New JERUSALEM. 


Et audivi magnant vocent de Throno dicenten, 
Ecce Tabernaculum Dei cum, &Cc. 


" L. 


B LEST Ratc of Innocence, 
When out of his juſt Makers Hand, 
The firſt Man came, with ſacred influence, 
It what he might,he had kept the unh-ard Command! 
But happicr tar that ſiate, 
To which he is reſtored, tho latc, 
By him, who, ( made Man ) Man did firſt Create! 


IL 


A grcatcr Work this was, 
(As to redecm it more did coſt, 
Than barcly make 3 ) the onc by a Word did paſs, 
His Litc, the WORD to' cffe& the othcr lol 3 
But therc-with did provide, 
What none could hope, or do bcſtde, 
That they ſhould th'* happielt be, for whom he Died, 
IJI. Happy 
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RIMES. 


III. 


Happy were both, but theſe 
By this t-1e more, that when God went - 
To Paradiſe, himſclt in* his Works to pleaſe, 
And pleas'd to Hcav'n frait took his great Aſccnt 
A longer ftay bclow, 
To make with his Redeemed now, 
Heav'ns richeſt Grace he docs on Earth beſtow: 


IV. 


For now ( behold ! ) his Tent 
With Mn *« pitcht, and there Hee *l dwell, 
Late to r** +: and I'm his Herald (cnt, 
The1: ...':.. News to the whole World to tcll 
God ro Man comes down, 
Wi:'; Man todwcll, as Man be known, 


Whoſe Form aſſum'd, he keeps ſill joyn'd to? his own. 


V. 


With them Hee 'l dwell, and they 
His Pcople, he thcir God will be; 
Not as of Old alone, but in a way 
Unthought, and of cxaltcd Dignity : 
Where cach Rclations Band, 
By various Titles on cach kand, 
Made Indifſoluble, tait knit docs ttand. 


VI. 


God from thcir Eycs all Tcars 
Away ſhall wipe, they in his Praifc 


Bb 4 Endlcis 
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RIMES, 


Endleſs Eternity ſhall ſpend : No fears, 
No ſighs more tempeſts in their Breſts ſhall raiſe : 
Even Death ſhall be no more, 
Nor Sin, that to it op'd the Door, 
Nor pain : for former things are all paſ} or'e. 


VIL 


Paſt o're they arc, and gone, 
So ſays the Faithful and the True, 
The High, the Holy God, who from his Throne 
Pronounces thus, (Lo! ) I make all things New ! 
And thou to whom it's made known, 
O Man belov'd, The words write down, 
Nor doubt ; for he who does it, ſays, *Tis done. 


Our Bleſſed Lord's Thankſgiving. 


Confitcor tibi Pater Domine. Met. 11, 


25, 
IL 


Ir HANK Thee, Father, Lord of all, 
Of Heav'n, and Earth the Bleſſed King, 
That to reveal Thy Diſcipline, | 
The Prudent of this World Thou doſt not call, | 
The Mighty, Noble, and the Wiſe | 
But ſuch, whom they,as Fooliſh, Baſe, and Weak deſpiſe, | 


II. 


From thoſe Thou haſt Thy Counſels hid, | 
4 Who firſt Thy Counſels did refuſe; | 
: And Babes to publiſh them doſt chuſe, 
That no Fleſh take what Power Almighty did, 
And when Thy Hand alone hath done 
The weighty Enterpriſe, aſcribe it to their own. 


IL. 


IJ Even (ſo, O Father, fo it is! 
rb Thy Will, Thy Love do hence appear, 
? And that great Power, which every where 
In all things Rules, but more in none than this 3 
For ſo to Thee it ſcemeth good, 
Thy Grace ſhould none withſtand,but thoſe who it >ar 
__ (ſtood, 


The 


RIME S. 


The Song of MOSES. 


—Tunc cecinit Moyles, & Filii Iſrael carmen hoc 
Domino; &- dizcrnmt, Cantemns Domino,&c. 


EmVIKY, 
T, 


g INCE the Almighty has in Triumph lcd, 
Not by or Battcls, but his Arm c'rc-thrown, 
The Proud £7; 2" King, and irom his Head, 

On ov1s 7o put it, tane tae Crown, 

What more accept..l Trophy can we raiſe, 
Than an etcrnal arch of Duty and of Praiſe ? 

Begin, my Song and thou Immortal Verſe, 

( Now truly ſuch, ſince him Thou doſt Record, 

Who only is th* Immortal Lord ) 

I my ſclf will begin too, and rehearſe 
The wondrous Conqueſts of his Word: 
To him FI Sing. who gloriouſly, 
His Promiſe, and his Ancient Faith to kecp, 
Has gottcn himſelf, and us the Victory, 
And Horſe, and Rider hurld, at once, into the Deep. 


IT. 


God is my Strength, and he ſhall be my Song, 
From whom my great Salvation came 3 
Who is my God, approv'd in dangers long, 
My Father's God, the Puifſant, and the Strong, 
Iſrael's tri'd Champion, and ]chovah is his Name. 
Him willI Sinz, of him ſhall be my Praiſe, 
And 


RIMES, | 27 


And of the Works, that he hath done 

Th' Eternal Glorics he hath won, 
But ours no leſs, than his own Fame to raiſe. 

* For Pharao and his hoſt, 

(Their way, their hopes, themſelves ith* Ruinc loſt ) 
Into the Sca he hurld, the Red Sca, as a Stone 

By a Giants arm is lightly thrown, 
Him and his choſen Captains at a cal}, 
They flew 3 they ſank 3 the wounded Sea did groan, 
But into it's bottom hcadlong let thcum down, 
* Through thouſand Waves that murmurcd, as along they 
| ( whirling patlt, 


III, 


# There were they Drownd 3 there cover d with the Deep) 
There ſank they, never to be rais'd again 
In Adamantine Chains Thou did{t the Pris'uers kecp, 
The ſame Thou threwtt betore upon the Main, 
And now on ther, o'rc both to ſhow Thy cqual Reign. 
Glorious Thou did{t that Day, O Lord, appears 
Glorious in Power appear'd then thy Right Hand 3 
© Thine Encmies the Shock coulJ not withitand, 
> And found too late its Wrath was heavier thanthcir fears 
When daſht in picces they all ſcattered lay, 
And to th* Leviathans became a Prcy. 
So on a ſudden were they gone, 
So ſoon, ſo eas ly, by Thy Breath o'rc-thrown, 
As when a raging Fire docs Stubblz ſeiſe, 
And with it Thorns, to' uncqual Battcl preſs, 
Such was Thy Wrath, tho in a different kind, 
( And different was the Element, 
But Deathas certain, and as {uddcn {ent ) 
Thy Wrath tow'rds them, which like a mighty Wind 
Stood up and up the Floods bid itand, 
As on an heap tolet Thy Pcople go 3 oy 
1e 


_ —_— " 


RIMES. 


The Floods obey'd the great Command, 
And like a Wall, on cither Hand, 
Of congeal'd Chryſial, in the heart of th* Sea did ſhow, 


1 IV. 

1 This as the Spoyler faw, **Tis now, he ſaid, 
y * Now is the time an. end tomake 3 

\\ *1I will purſue, I will o're-take, 


*Lo! how the Sea the Fugitives has betray'd, 
* And,toleave usa way,its dri'd up Channel do's forſake! 
* Now ſhall my Sword with ſlaughter glutted be, 
' * My Luſt ſhall on them now be ſatisfied, 
< Nor till they *are totally deſtroyed, 
© This Arm withdraw,or let them other Conquerors ſee; 
« With Charms their Leader ſtaind the ſacred Flood, 
«But I'll the Sea, or periſh, new Dye with theix Blood, 
Scarce ſaid; Thou with Thy Wind 
| Upon the parted Sea didſt blow ; 
1 The parted Sea its hold inviſible let go, 
And hollow'd to its fellow Waves behind. 
| | They came 3 and having traverlt them around 
| The Chamiam Hoſts did in their Arms encloſe 3 | 
| A while they floated, diving where they roſe, 


4 Till touching thrice the fatal Ground, 
yt Like Lead they fank, and all the Deaths they had threat- 
(7, (ned, found. 


V. 


Amongſt the Gods, Who is there like the Lord? 
Or with Him, who can once compare ? 
So *unſcarchable His Counſels are, 
So great the Wonders of His Word 
In holy Glories, who does all exc, 
[' And Terrour firikes in us, who would his Praifes telk 
l} | For 


V, 


De Er er 


RIMESS, 


For Thou thy Hand didſt only wave, 
And Iſraels way was Egypts Grave, 
Which th* opening Earth, and Seas, conſpiring gave. 
Thus periſht they : Thus ſav'd by Thy Rizht Hand, 
Thy ranſom'd People hitherto Thou' haſt brought 3 
Whilſt of the Miracles it wrought, 
We and our Children living Monuments here ftand. 
Nations ſhall hear this, Lord, and be afraid 3 
Horrour on Paleſtine faſt hold ſhall take 
Courage the Dukes of Edom ſhall forſake : 
And Moabs dating Warriers, ill appaid, 
Shall on themſclves feel unknown Terrors laid : 
Whole Canaan ready to expire, 
With dread diſſolv'd, as Wax ſhall melt before the Fire. 


VI. 


Trembling and Fear, Anguiſh, Diſpair, and Dread, 

On cvery Land ſhall fall, on every Head, 

As Thine Arm is, ſuch ſhall their Horrours be, 

And not a Soul from the? Conlicrnation tree, 
Clofe ſhall they lie within their Dens, 

Still as the Rocks, wherewith they are cover'd, lic 3 
And fearful once to iſſue thence, 

Scarce to their helpleſs Gods ſend forth a cry, 

Or let their Groans be heard, while Iſrael paſſes. by. 


Till to Thy Promis'd Land they' are come, (Home. 
And, where they have bcen ſtrangers long, their ancient 


Thither, my God, through thouſand dangers paſt, 

To Sion, by Thy ſat prepar'd to be 
Thy Dwelling Place to *Eternity, 

The Sanctuary, with Thy Preſence grzc'd, 

Thither be pleas'd Thy purchas'd Flock to bring at laſt! 
So ſhalt Thou through all Ages Reign, 

And in all Lands new Subjects ro Thy Empire gains 


Suntſit 


RIMES. 


Sumpſut ergo Maria Prophetiſſs ſoror 
Aarm tymp.anum in man ſud : egreſſeque ſunt omnes My. 
lieres poſt eam cum tympanis, & choris, quibus pre- 
cinebat dicens, 


CHORUS Mulicrum. 


Sics tothe Lord, who gloriouſly, 
His Promiſc, and his Ancient Faith to kcep, 
Has gottcn Himſelf, and us the Victory, 
And Horſc, and Ridcr hurld at once into the Deep! 


Omm— 


The WELL. 


w— 7 uC cecinit Wracl Carmen iſlud. 
Aſcendat Putens ! cominebat, Putens quent fe 
derunt Principes, C paraverunt duces multi. 
tudinis, in Datere legis, & in baculis ſuis. 


DacktD Fountain, Myſtic Spring, 
'Lo! how to Thy Dance we Sing, 
And Cymbals tun'd by thy fott Purlingsring ! 
Spring cternally, O Well, 
Spring, up, and into Rivers {wcll! 


For why, no common Wcll art Thou, 
Nor was it chance tirlt found Thee out 3 
But having tor Thee ſcarcht about, 

To Princes Thou thy rife dolt owe, 


Who digg'd Thee tuft, and made Thee flow, 
Spring 


RIMES, 


Spring, happy Well, by Princes made, 
1 Without or Mattocks help, or Spade, 
ls ( The' ill-boading Infirunicnts of Graves ) 
Pre: But digg'd by Princes, with their Staves, 
And by their Lawgiver ſurvey'd ! 


5) 


'Twas He to th* Work thoſe Worthics ſent 3 
Spring, Well, and teach his great Intent, 
And what Hz by th- Myltcry meant ! 
&« That as to all Thy Watc:* ow, 
&* $0 ſhould their cqual Juttice do. 


__ Vat AE.” 
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Sacred Fountain, Myſtic Spring, 
Lo! how to Thy Dance we Sing, 
— | And Cymbals tun'd by Thy fotc purlings Ring! 
= Spring Etcrnally, O Well, 
Spring up, and into Rivers {well ! 


4 Bar. 


The Prayerof JABEZ. 
ti Invocavit auten Jabcz, Den Iſrael, dicers. 11,Part, 
Si benedicens benedixeris miſi, & dilataveris 4. 
terminos meos, & fuerit manits tha mecun, 
feceris me & malitia non opprimi ! ——ft preſtittt 


E Dens que precatus eſt. 


—_—” \ 
+ = 


IR 


: I. 
HUS FJabez pray'd, and thus pray1 3; 
K Great God, O, that it might Thee pleaſe, 


Thy Servant, who upon Thee does relie, 
With Thy choice Favours, and indeed to bleſs! 
T is Prayer alone can this obtain, 
And, but to Thee, cyen Praycr is vain. 


| [. Enlarz 
mM It. Enlarge 


KIMES. 
II. 
Enlarge thoſe Coaſts, whereinI dwell, 


Nor let me ever live retir'd ; | 
But in Thy CHURCH thoſe mighty Wonders tell, 


Which haye my Verſe with Heav'nly Flame inſpir'd: 


Lord to my Houſe Thy Love ſecure, 
And lct it, like Thy Word, endure ! 


Inn. 


Yet not for Greatneſs do I pray, 

Nor, e're Thy Time is, to be known ; 
But do Thy Will, I can its Pleaſure ſtay, 
Waiting that Harveſt, tor which Thou haſt ſown : 

Only till then, make me content, 

And leave to Thee th' whole Management ! 


I'V. 


Thou know'lt I do Thy Temple love, 
I know there's time enough behind 3 
Why ſhould I make th' Enjoyment bitter prove, 
By haſting, what I'm ſure Thou haſt deſign'd ? 
In hope at preſent, I rcjoyce, 
And both my Heart employ and Voice. 


V. 


For what concerns my poor cſiate, 

Since I to Thee my All commit 3 
No time, when cre it falls, ſhall be too late, 
To ſoon it may, it I cncumber it 

With Wiſhes, that unlawful be, 

And. vain affects, which movenot Thee : 


VI. No! 


RIME Ss, 


VI. 


No! I'll never think the time too long, 

How long lo e're the time may be 3 
Let but Thy Hand, through Paticnce make mc firong, 
And keep off Evil from ditturbing me ! 

If Fabez thus to Thee did cry, 

And could be heard, Lord, why not I? 


* 4 Hee Sacrorum Ordinum defiderio raptes, mibimet ipſi menus 
Vates, cecini, III Nonas Decemb. M. DC. LX. VII. In 
quos poſt multas bujuſce vite varietates, media & maturd 


etate, ah erumnoſis ſeculi curis, & otio ( nentiqam | 


licet ignobili ) hoc juxta Viticinium , biennio poſt re- 

ws fur XIV. Kalend, Januar. Per Reverendum 
admoadiim in Chriſto Patrem & Dominum Domin:m 
GEORGIUM Epiſcopum Wintonicnſem, cxjus 
R, R. Paternitati hic, impgres licet tanto Beneficio, grates, 
quas tamen Divino Namini imprimis debeo, ſecunds ſal- 
tem}, ex toto animo in conſpetin Populi & Eccleſie refers, 
—— Manda Deus virtuti & contirma quod opcratus 
es a Templo Sancto tuo! 


of. Ode. 
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Fudic. 5. 


RIMES, 


Ode. 


The Song of DEBOR A. 


Cerinernntque Debora &- Barac filinus Abinoent in 
illo die, dicentes. —— Qni ſponte obtuliſtis 
de Iſrael, ec. 


I, 


[| SRAEL, the bleſt and happy State, 
For whom th'Almighty all his Wonders ſhow'd 3 
Iſrael, your great Redeemer celebrate, 
And what for you he did, rehearſe aloud ! 
Tell, how he made his Hand appear, 
And when the willing Tribes their Youth an Off ring ſent, 
How God before the Sacred Army went, 
And vengeful Ruine follow'd in the Reer ! 
And ye, O Kings, (whoſe awful Sway 
The many-headed Multitude obey, 
And at whoſe feet they both their Necks and Tributes 
Princes and Rulers, to my Song attend, (lay;) 
Whoſe lofty Subject challenges your Ear, 
By all that can a Verſe commend, 
Or greatcit Kings perſwade to hcar, 
A tunetul Voice, with Charms divinely firong, 
A Woman begs your audience now 3 
And it that will not do, 
Del"rah a Judg in Iſrael ſings, and Iſraels God's the Song, 


II, Domine 


es 
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IL 
Domine cum exires de Seir, 


Lord, out of Seir, when Thou didft go, 
Marching the Hill, before Thine Hoſt adown, 
When Thou mad'ſt Edoms Ficlds Thy Conquelis know 
And with Artn'd Troops the Wilderneſs didti crown; 
Afﬀrighted Earth did at Thy Preſence quake, 
Heav'ns labo'ring Machin did the Warning take, 
And from its torn ſides dreary Tempeſts ſhake. 
It thundred, and down fell from Heavens high Tow'r, 
Of Stones and ſcalding Rain. a mighty ſhow'r 3 
With Darkneſs all the Sky was cover'd o're, 

Through which the blew-wing'd Lightning flew, 
And after it a trail of kindled Brimſtone drew, 

It ttrook the Rocks, and they took fre 3 
The Mountains with exccfſive heat did melt, 

Unuſual ſcorchings Sinai felt 3 
And tho than other Hills exalted higher, 
Tho with its head it did to th* Clouds aſpire, 
Sinai nor conld rcfift, nor bear the Flame, 
But down in a burning Torrent headlong came: 


p 


ITT 
In diebus Samgar, &c. 


Samigar and Fahel wondrous Saviours were, 

And did in Counſel and in Arms excel 3 

Of Fabels Prudence we the Trophies are, 

Six hundred Philiftims by Samgar tell, 

All with an Ox-goad ſlain, and driv'n like Beaſts tofi1l, 
But yet the Roads untrodden Jay, 
Scar'd Paſſengers through Woods did liray, 


Cc 2 And 


RIME S; 


And but to Dens & Caves led not the Mountainous high- 
Woods, and thick Buſhes in all Paſtures grew, ( way. 
The Plough-man, and his Labour ccatt, 
The Land as Curli enjoy'd its rclt, 
And not cach Seventh alone, but every Year a Sabbath 
It reſicd, till I Debora role at lali, (knew, 
At laſt in Iſrael I a Mother roſe, 
Then when new Gods the People choſe, 
And from Rebellion to Idolatry had palt. 
Put ſee the Vengeance that purſu'd thcir Sin, 
Slavery and Cowardiſe at the Breach ruſht in, 
And not a Shicld, or Spear was found midit forty thou- 
(land Men, 
V, 


Cor meum diligit Principes, &c. 


Fly, fly, my Muſe, from this unmanly race, 
And to new Pomps thy {trains addreſs 3 
Tſraels great Generals, who to cfface 
Of all our foregone Miſeries the very trace, 
Couragiouſly did to the Battel prels, (place, 
And, where in Irons we lay, with Laurels firew'd the 
With them my Heart, with them my Praiſe ſhall be. 
Fathers, who at Home refide, 
And you, who <qual Juttice to diſpenſe, 
to your peacetul Cities ride, 
ice done, return unguarded thence 3 
Judges, and People by their arms ſet tree, 
Come in and joyn with me, 
And lctus bleſs the Lord, as we their Spoils dividc! 
Come let us bleſs Him, and proclaim 
The Wonders of hjs Reverend Name 3 


. There, whence wejexil'd were of Tate, 
And at our Fountains fhrlt begin, 
Where we {0 oft have reſcu'd been, 


Scaping 


RIMES, 


Scaping the Death we ſaw upon the Wing 3 

Our Fountains tuneful numbers will inſpire, 

And by their purling falls direct the Quire, 

Which well tun'd there, we may advance in tate, 
And bring with Harps and Songs our Praiſcs to the City 


( Gate, 
V, 


Surge, ſurge Dcbora, ſurge, 8c. 


Awake, O Debora, awake, 
And from this hint frcſh vigour take! 
Encourage, and provoke Thy Lyrc, 
Till all its ſpeaking Chords conſpire, 
And with Thy Voice a perfe& Concert make! 
Up Barak, at th* harmonious Sound, 
Abinoams warlike Sy ariſc ! 
Lo! Thy Captivity ſtands in Fetters bound, 
To be Thy valours carly Prize, 
And dreadfully adorn Thy entrance with its Excquics! 
Lead on, Great Prince, by God ordain'd 
To be Thy Nations Glory, and this Days 
Who haft Thy fclt the heat of th* War fſultain'd 3 
Tho Women with Thee ſhare divided Praiſe! 
And all the while Thou doſt the ſacred Mount aſcend, 
Boldly Thy Ranſom'd Peoples ſhouts attend, 
The Bays Thou wearcit will Thy Head defend ! 
Yea, ſpeak Thy (elf, how God made Thee, 0 
The Captain of his Armies be; 
And whenretir'd Thou long had(ſt lain at Home, 
How forth he call'd Thee to o'rccome: 
The ſtrange deliv*'crance by Thy Hands he wrought, 
And how to mine he Judgment gave 
And let the Tribes, which with us fought, 
A juſt Memorial in our Triunphs have ! 


Cc 3 VI. Ex 


VI, 
Ex Ephraim delevit eos, 


Place Ephraim here, Ephraim whoſe Fortitude 
In Amaleks firſt overthrow was try'd, 
When ſtoutly he th? Uncircumcis'd detrd, 
And with unerring Shafts their flying Troops purſu'd, 
Benjamin, with his Squadron follow'd cloſe, 
And his ſcorn'd Life more nobly to expoſe, 
The Tribe, he dearcſt lov'd, for witneſs of his Courage, 
From Machir Princes to the Battel came, (chole, 
And Counſellors from Zabulon, 
Who to encreaſe the glory of their Name, 
Kept by the Sword, what by the Pen they won, 
Then Iſſachar and Napthali, 
By Deborg that, and this by Barak led, 
Both valiant Tribes, and both reſolv'd to die, 
Or conquer with fo brave an Head. 
But had you ſecn the Emulation there, 
And how they ſtrove cach other to out-fight 3 
You would have thought thcm arm'd with Heav'nly 
And ( all ſo terrible they did appear (Might, 
Such Trophies of Mail'd Corps did round them rear, ) 
That every I1ſr2'elite a deſtroying Angel were, 


LE V1. 
Dirviſe contra ſe Ruben. 


Reuben the while did with his Flocks abide, 

And bleli the Flood, whoſe lircanss the parted Land di- 
Carclc(s of what his Brethr'cn thought, (vide, 

And what the fears his cold indifference wrought 3 


Strange and diliracted fears his cold indifference _— 
ut 


F a 
—_ 


RIMES, 


But why, O Ruben, why didit thou refuſe 
An Enterprize {o great and good ? 
Was it to hear thy bleating Ews 3 
Or could thy Honour be fo little underſtood, 
That their plain Fleeces thou ſhould(t chuſe, 
Before a Robe di'd Purple, in thine Enemics blood ? 
This cold indifference, Rwben, loſt thee more, 
Than ever thou in Arms hadlt gain'd before. 
Ah! hadſt thou been alone! but far behind, 
By thy example, Gilead ſtai'd; 
On Shipboard Dan drove on his Trade, 
And Aſfr, that he might be ſignally unkind, 
Tho of pale Death too Womanly affraid, 
Rather than yield his aid, 
Watcht on his naked Beaches, torn with Scas and Wind. 
Unlike to Zabulon, and Nepthali, 
Who beſt knew how to Live, yet fe2r'd the leaſt to Die. 


VIII. 
Zabulon vero & Nepthali, &c. 


Thither, my Song, bcho!ld their Enfigns ſpred 

On the High-places, and how cqually endu'd 

With Learning, and with Conduct too, they ſhew'd, 
That never friendlicr thoſe belt gitts inhabited, 

And ſofter thoughts deſigns more noble bred, 

The Cananitiſh Kings 2pproacht the Hill, 

Tabor, by their defeat to be renown'd, 

But fearful to aſcend its top, did fill 

The Plains of Tanaach, with thcir Camps around, 

And lowd Megiddos Watcrs with thcirſhoutings drown'd. 
They came, and fought, but Hcav'n, that took our part, 
Bore the firſt ſhack, and on them turn'd the War 3 

A mortal ſhaft was ſent trom ev:ry Star, 

Which ſank like Lead, into the Spoilers Heart, 

| Cc4 No 
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RIMES,. 


No Gain or Pay, the Sacred Legions took, 

But to the Service arm'd, in Diamond marcht on, 
And, whom they ſpar'd, Kiſon, that ancient Brook, 
Kiſon in its {woln Torrent carri'd down. 

In vain the Horſe aſſay'd the Flood to ſtem, 

Which hurld their Riders with them down the rapid 


(ſtream, 
IX, 


Conculcz Anima mea robuſtox, 


Enough, my Soul, enough, the chaſe give o're! 
Thoſe Enemies thou halt (een,'tthou ſhalt behold no more. 
Stop, for at length the War is done, 
And thou in Blood, I know, tak'ſt no delight! 
Sound a Retrcat, the Day's thine own, 
And fo ſhall Siſera too, e*'re Night, 
Finding the Death he'd ſhun by an inglorious flight. 
But hiſt contirm a Curſe was laid | 
By our God's Angel, and a Charge divine, 


*Curſe ye Meros, the Angel ſaid! 
* Curſe Meros bitterly, and join 
Yours to ]Jchovah's Curſe and mine! 
Curſe all, who dwell there, and be this their Doom, 
Who like them to th*Almighty's Standard will not come! 
But blkſſcd above Women be, 
Iſraels and Hebers Ornament, 
| Fahel above all Women bleſt ith* Tent, 
| And let this Song preſerve her Mcmory ! 
Never was greater Name 
Recorded, ith* Eternal Monuments of Fame. 


X, 
Aquam petenti lac dedit, 


Toher on foot Siſzrz his flight addreſt : 
The courteons Wife to meet him went : 
The courteous Wite invited him into her Tent, 
And future Joys with thoughtful Cares ſuppreſt, 
He askt her Water, and ſhe ran in haſte, 
To execute herown, and to prevent his With, 
And pour'd him Milk into a Royal Diſh: 
(A ready and a quick repali.) 
And having give*n the fatal Bait, 
Humbly at his Feet did wait, 
And (mil'd to ſee how greedily he drank and ſlept his laſt, 
«Sleep, Tyrant, ſleep ſhe faid ! 
And up a Nail and Hammer took, 
The Nail into his Temples ſtruck, 
And with his own unbloody Sword ſmote off his Head. 
He bowd, he fell, and at her Feet he lay, 
Down at her Feet he bow'd, fell, groan'd his Spul away, 
Where he bow'd, there he tell down dcad. 


XI. 


Per feneſtram reſpiciens. 


Out at a Window his blith Mother gaz'd, 
And waiting there his coming, cry'd, 
* Why lies the Dult fo long unrais'd, 
* Nor Siſarz yet, with Captives by his fide, 
*Exaltcd high in his triumphal Chariot ride? _ 
Her Ladies anſwer'd her, Thoſe Ora'cles of the Court, 
Yea, toher ſelf ſhe made her own report. 


* Have 


RIME £. 


« Have they not ſped, have they not gain'd the Day, 
« Have they not ſhar'd the 1/raelitiſh Prey ? 
« To every Man a Dame, or two, 
« To Siſara as the General's due, 
« Choice of rich Slaves, and choice of Garments too ? 
<« A curious Velt, with Needles wrought, 
« With curious Needles wrought on cither fide, 
« And all in Royal Colours dy'd, | 
« By th* Hebrews of their Neighbour Tyrians bought ; 
« And only fit the Victors bloody arms to hide ? 


So, Lord, may all Thine Enemies die, 
So Conquer, and be Conquered ſo 
When ſuch, as on Thy Power rclie, 
In Heav'n alone their equals know, 
And like the Sun, which triumphs there, 
Crown'd withilluttrious Beams, and robe'd in Light ap- 
( pear, 


Comiato. 


To the "Reverend the now Dr. James Gardiner 
Sub-Dean of Lincoln. 


gd ONG, in the Country little underſtood, 

For my dcar Gardiner, at the Town inquire, 

And all thy heat into his gen'rous Brett inſpire, 
To mingle with a nobler Firc, 

Which lies at preſent ſmouldring in his Blood ! 
Perchance thou may'ſt effectual prove, 

To make that upward, tow'rds its Center, move, 

And him in ſoftelt lays rehearſe the HOLTEST LOVE, 


1668, 
David's 


RIMES. 43 


David's ELEGY 
Upon the death of S auLand Joxatyan. 


Conlidera Iſrael pro hijs, qui mortui, 2 Sam.1. 
I, 


I SRAELS delight, the glory of our Land, 
How are the Mighty overthrown! 
Before their Enemies Swords they could not ſtand, 
Nor conquer'd fall by any but their own : 
In Thy High-places Iſrael, both did fall, 
A publick Victim for their Land, in view of all, 


IL 


Let not in Gath the mournful News be known, 
Nor in Philiſtia publiſh it; 

Stop the Report, &re it reach Aſcalon, 

Nor let our Captive names their Arches ht: 

Leſt fearful Women, whom they left at Home, 


With Songs to ſhare the Spoil, and meet their Triumph 
, ( come! 
III. 


And ye, Gilboas Mounts, may never Rain, 
Or fertile Showres deſcend on you ; 
But on your Heads let there abide that ſtain, 
Which Seas,ſhould they pour down,would but renew : 
Let the curſt Earth no more an Offering yield, 
Nor God expect his Firſt-fruits from the empty Field, 


Iv, *T way 
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RIMES, 


I'V. 


*T was there the valiant Sawl reſign'd his Breath, 
And there his Shield was thrown away | 

Never was ſuch a Trophy rear'd to Death, 

Nor ever ſacred arms fo ſcattered lay : 

The valiant Sawl's, asif he ne*re had been 

The Lord's Anointed, or his Choſen Peoples King, 


V, 


From the purſuit the Bow of Fonathan, 

| Some Regal Spoil, did daily bring 3 

R | Deſtrudion after his fleet arrows ran, 

[| And at the Wounds they made, Dcath entred in ; 

| The Sword of Saxl did never empty come, 

| But a new Purple,from the Blood of Kings, brought home, 


VI. 


Alike m Life, in Death alike they were, 

Not more in Blood ally'd, than Mind 
Themſelves alone, you with them could compare, 
Who none their equals ſaw, or left behind : 

And on their arms there hung ſuch Vidtory, 
That Men they only ſecm'd, becauſe they both could die, 


VII. 


1 For as the Eagle, to her Prey docs haſte, 
1 And hovering o're the Quarry flies 3 
Or the fierce Lion, having once a taſte 
, Of Blood, does all the Shepherds noiſe deſpiſe, 
| | And at their Slings no ſhew of fear does make 
Like Lions they o're-came, like Eagles did o're-take, 
VIII, And 


RIME Ss. 


VIIL 


And you, O Daughters of ſo great a King, 
| ( Our Tribes ſupport ) his Death lament, 
| Whoſe Victories you before were wont to Sing, 
And clad in Scarlet to adorn them, went : 
Now put on Mourning, to attend his Hearſe, 
Sad as your own complaints, and mournfulas my Verſe. 


IX, 


For (Lo! ) the Glories of our State, and Land, 
(Lo! ) how the Mighty are o're-thrown ; 

Before their Enemies Swords, they could not ſtand, 

Tho Saul by none could periſh, but his own: 

In thy High-places, Fonathan, thoudid(t fall, 

A publick Victim, where thou ſhouldlt have rcigned o're 
: ( all, 
Xs 


For thee, my Brother, 'tis for thee I grieve, 
The beſt of Friends, as well as Men ; 
In whoſe Death I that fatal Wound receive, 
Which clos'd will ne're be, till we meet again 
And in the Manſions of the Saints above, 
Enjoy, what here we vow'd, our more than mortal love, 


XI. 


Iſraels Delight, the Glory of our Land, 
How are the Mighty overthrown |! 
Before his Enemies Sword one could not liand, 
Nor th* other fall by any but his own : 
In thy High-places, Iſrael, both did tall, 
A publick Victim for their Land, in vicw of all, 
DAVID's 


RIMES, 


DAVID's Thanſgiving and Prayer, 


| | 2 Sam.7 —lngreſſus eſt autem Rex David &- ſedit coran | 
| * Domino, &- dixit, is ego ſum Domine & que? | 


{ 


Para) y y HO am I Lord, and what's my Family, 
| 1 *474% Theyoungelt Houſe of the Feſſean Race, 
# | ls In all things little, but that Grace, | 
Which Thou on us haſt ſhour'd, but moſt on me ? 
Who am I, that Thou hitherto 
Haſt brought me, Lord, Thy Bounty and Thy Power to 
= (ſhow? 


Hichcrto Thou haſt brought me, and that Hand, 
Which tor a Sling, and Sheephook was delign'd 3 
A nobler Service is enjoyn'd, 
And Men, inſtead of Flocks, are my command : 
Iſrael the Flock, and care Divine, 
And my exalted Name does midſt rich Trophies ſhine, 


| 
\f 
it Il. 
| Like the great Mens of th* Earth, Thow haſt made my 
BI 
| And yet ( as if all this were not enough, (Name, 
} And thouſand Fledges more of Love, 
if But the foundation only of that Frame, 


Thou in Thy mind hadit caſt to raiſe ) : 
; Of future Glories Thou foretell'ſt, and growing Prailc 


IV, Ot 


"w pProoge an Ono ie 


I'V. 


Of Times to come Thou' haſt told, long hence tocome, 
And that my Houſe, and Throne upheld ſhall be; 
Like a Prince born, Thou' haſt treated me, 
As having, what Thow' art making for me room 
And are Men, Lord, thus wont to do, 
Who rather than exalt the Poor, will keep them low ? 


V, 


Yet thus Thou? haſt done, and what can I ſay more, 
Or greater, for Thy Honour, Lord, or mine, 
Which both here equal iſſues joyn, 
That all, who th* Work admire, may Thee adore ? 
Greater I'd ſay, Thou knowit full well, 
And more, but what I know not, how I cannot tell, 


VI. 


Unleſs I add, that for Thy great Words ſake 
Thou didſt it, that Thou might at once tulfil 
The ſecret Counſels of Thy Will, 
And, what they were, known to Thy People make : 
For Thine own fake, my God, and mine, 
For Thou thy Servant knowſt, and that his will is Thine. 


VII 


Great art Thou, Lord, and wondrous are Thy Ways, 
The beſt and greateſt, the only God alone 3 
Beſide, or ke whom, there is none, 
Glorious in Holine(s, fearful in Praiſe ; 
Thus ſing we, whodid firlt receive 
The Truth from our Fore-fathers,but ſceing,now believe. 
VIIL. For 
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REIMES, 


VIII. 


For what one Nation, as from them of Old 
We? have often heard, with Iſrael can compare ? 
For whom Himſelf God did not ſpare, 
But camefrom Heav'n in Perſon to behold 
The Miſc'rics they did undergo, 
And not toſcealone, but to Revenge them too ? 


I' x. 


From Heav n he came,from Heav*n himſelf came down 
' All cloath'd in Tempeſt, and ſulphureous Flame, 
To gct Himſelt the greater Name, 
And do, what by His Word He might have done: 
That thus from Egypts Gods (et tree, 
Himſclf he might declare His Peoples God to be, 


' No 


This our Fore-fathers told us; but we' have ſeen 
Our ſclvcs as mighty Wonders of Thy Love 
Nor need we tetch from them our Proof, 
Who' our ſelves as mighty Wonders oft have been: 
Contirm'd by Thy after vaſt expence, 
( And more's to come ) 'to be Thy great Inheritance, 


x1, 


And now, my God, the Word, which Thou haſt aid, 
Th irrevocable Word concerning me, 
Let it for ever ſtabliſht be! 
And ftabliſht be that Houſe, which Thou haſt made! 
Thy Servant David, thus approv'd, 
Eſtabliſh with his Houſe, nor let them be remov'd. Ki 
X I | 


RIME S, 


XII. 


So ſhall Thy Word and Name be ever prais'd; 
&* And Iſraels Holy God, ſhall Iſrael ling, 
«Is God alone, and Iſra?l's King, : 
* He His Anointeds Horn on high has rais'd, 
* Of David, and his Houſe approv'd, 
« Davidand *his Houſe citabliſht n&re to be remov'd, 


x1IIL 


Not that Tm worthy, Thou ſhould{t hear my Vows, 
Only Thy felt was plcas'd the Word to pats 3 
Lord, fince I have with Thee tound this Grace, 
To be aſſur'd Thou 'lt build Thy Servants Houle, 
Another Grace turn not away, 
Which in my Heart I fincc have tound,cven thus to pray. 


X1V. 


Thy Promiſe *tis this holy boldnc(s gives, | 
That Word of Thine, which like Thy (clf is ſure 
And through all Ages {hall endure, 
True, as its Speaker, who for ever Lives ; 
The God of Truth, who cannot Lye, 
Nor his own Goodneſs, piomis'd thus to his Child,deny. 


XV, 


Pleaſe it Thee therefore, may it plcaſe Thee, Lord, 
Thy Scrvant, and Thy Scrvants Houſe to blcls, 
With Blcilings that may never ccaſc3 
Blcifings, as tixt as Thy Ercrnal Word, 
For Thou, my God, canlt blcſs'aione, 
Thus bleſs 3 and once thus bluling me indeed, Vhave done, 
Dd 1677. The 


RIMES, 


The laſt words of DA VID. 
Dixit David filizs Iſai, dixit vir, &c. 


Terzetti, 


HUS David, Jeſſe's Royal Son did ſing, 
Thus ſpake the Man, who the great Promiſe had, 
That from his Loyns the CHRIST of God ſhould 
On whoſe Eternal Shoulders ſhould be laid (ſpring, 
Y The Government, Pſalmiſt of Iſrael, 
C | | Thus ſang he, thus from Heav'n inſpir'd he aid : 
The Spirit of God in Viſion on me tell, 
| And by my Mouth Himſelf th' Almighty ſpake, 
His Words they are, which I his Prophet tell, 
His, who the Care of Iſrael does take, 
And hitherto ne're falliftd His Truſt, 
Nor will, tho Heav'n and Earths Foundations ſhake. 
| * The Man, who rules o're others muſt be Juſt, 
( | | * Ruling himſelf, and them, ith* ſacred Fear 
| * Of Heav*ns dread King,to whom account he muſt ; 


| *For all the wrongs he does, or makes them bear 3 
| þ * By an Impartial Judgment to be tri'd, 

(| **Whoſe Doom dehinitive he forc'd ſhall hear. 

1h; Thrice happy Prince, who (ere that Oyes cry'd,) 
| | The God within his Breſt, his Conſcience, 

{ Appealing, and appeal'd has ſatish'd ! 

| l There, firlt abſolv'd, with approv'd Innocence, | 
| His Righteouſneſs ſhall ſhine, as Morning Light, | 
4 Whenth' early Sun, his Glorics to diſpenſe, | 
'* New guilds the Sullys of the murky Night 3 
'« And without Cloud between his Beams to pals, 
As higher he aſcends, appears more bright, 


RIMES, FI 


$ ſhall he ſhine 3 or as the tender Graſs, 
Shooting its verdant Head above the Ground, 
With gems of pearly Dew, midſt Flowers,takes placc, 
This I'll not ſay, that in my Rule I've found, 
A perfect and uninterrupted Bliſs, 
(For what's my Houſe, or Rule thus to be own'd ? ) 
Yet for my Kingdoms Jultice Vil Gay this, 
That with me God a laſting Cove*nant made, 
In all things ſure, as His great Promiſe is : 
Order'd and ſure, nor &'re to be oreſway'd, 
Tho I too oft have forfeited His Love, 
And when I ſhould have ruPd, my Luſts obey'd. 
Bur even then did I, and do now reprove 
The Follies I ſo pathonately purſu'd, 
And whoſe remembrance greater Paſſions move. 
Bleſt God forgive me! be Thy Word rcnew'd! 
For all before Thee is my whole delire, 
All in Thy fight, as it by me is view'd 3 
Contirm Thy Promiſe, humbly I :equire, 
Not tor my fake, O Lord, but for Thine own 3 
And double Zeal into my Son inſpire ! 
So thall he grow up as a Plant alone, 
And in his Fame, thodead, I too ſhall grow, 
The happy Father of an happier Son : 
Whilit choſe, who will not to his Scepter bow, 
As Thorns ſhall all of them be thruſtaway, _ 
Thorns, which th' unguatded Hand tho they pierce 
Toth Hook and Fire ſhall be an eafie Prey: (through, 
Juſtice, which in his time from th' Earth ſhall ſpring, 
1 AndPeace,from Heaven deſcending, mect halt way. 
j 
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Dd 2 The 


R 1 M EYS. 


The Song of HEZERIAH. 
1 Ia.38. Eeo dixi in dimidio dierum meorinr. 
I, 


i | Rervorne the ſharp Sentence paſt, 

I . 2 . 
And how an end, c're thought was on me come 3 
How ſoon, faid I, havel approacht my laſt, 
And unawares reacht Natures fartheſt Home ? 

Ah! nowl to the Grave muſt go, 
No more, or Lite, or Pleaſure know, 
Eut a long dolcful Night, in darkneſs deep below. 


II. 


No more, my God, hal} I ſce Thee, | 
Nor the great Works of Thy Almighty Hand 3 

No more a Votary at Thy Altar be, 
Nor in the crouds of them, who praiſe Thee, ſtand : 
'Y Mankind no more (hall I behold, 
\þ Nor tell, nor of Thy Love be told, | 
Evc'n mine to Thee, ſhall like my athes, Loxd, be cold. F 


III. 
Lo! as a Tent am I remoy'd, (ſtrong, 
[ And my lives thread, which I thought wondrous 
! i Too weak to bear the Looms extenſion prov'd, | 
VF Ith? midit broke off, too ſleafie to run long : | 


# With Sickneſs I am pine'd away, | 
And tcel each moment ſome decay, 
All Night in Terrors, and in Gricf dic all the Day. | 


IV, For 


R IME S, 


I'V. 


For as a Lion haſts to *his Prey, 
And havieg gripe'd it, breaks the yielding Bones 3 
So on me came th* Almighty, whilſt I lay 
In vain expecting help, but from my Groans: 
O take, faidI, Thy Hand away, 
See how I feel my Loins decay, 
All Night in Terrors, and in Gricf die all the Day ! 


, A 


Then like a Swallow, or a Cranc, 
I chatt*red o're my Fears, his Heart to move 3 
The widow'd Turtle does not more complain, 
When in the Woods ſhe* has loſt her faithtul Love: 
My Eyes, O God, with waiting fail, 
Why ſhouldſt Thou thus a Worm aſſail ? 
* TmThine, O let foronce th' Almighty not prevail! 


VI. 


Yet do Thy Will, I muſt confals, 
Worſe Plagues than theſe, my Sins deſerve from Thee 3 
The Sentence paſt is than my Crimes far lels, 
And only Hecll a fit reward can be: 
Ah! let my Prayers that Doom prevent ? 
My age in Mournings ſhall be ſpent, 
' Andall the Years Thou giv'ti, ſhall be, but to repent. 


VIL 


On Thy great Pleaſure all depend, 
During which only, Iand Mankind live 3 
To teach us this Thou doſt Diſeaſes {cnd, 
Dd 3 And 
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And dailyclain*ſt the Life, which Thou did(t give: 
Yet ſuch is Thy refiſtlefs Power, 
That when our age is quite paſt ore, 
What Thouat firlt didſt give, Thou canſt our Life reſtore, 


VIIL 


And thus with me, Lord, haſt Thou dealt, 
Tho for peace had only bitterneſs 3 

Thy effets of mighty Goodneſs thus have felt, 
"i Beyond what words, or numbers can expreſs: 
3. For from the Pit Thou drew'lt me back, 

| And that I might no pleaſures lack, 

Upon Thy Self the burdcn of my Sins didſt take. 


IX. 


Triumphant Saviour ! the ſtill Grave, 
For fo great Love, Thy Name can never praiſe 3 
Nor in the Pit canit Thou Memorial have, 
Thy Truth, or hop'd for, or ador'd Thy Ways: 
| The Living, Lord, the Living are 
'F The Men, who muſt Thy Power declare, 
| And of them chicfly ſuch, whom Thou like me,ſhalt ſpare, 


_— 


X. 


| | They to their Children ſhall make known, 
| As I do now, the Wonders of Thy Hand 
i 


'* How when weeve'n to Hell did head-long run, 
'LS To ſtop our paſſage, Thou ith* way didit ſtand : 
'# Lord, ſince Thou 'haſt thus deliver'd me, 


ws | Thus made me Thy Salvation ſee, 
\F) My Life, and Harp, and Song, I'll conſecrate to Thee. 


TQNI OENI ENTHPI ANAOHMA. 
III. ID. NOV. 1667, Three 


RIMES, 


Three Pſalms according to the old Verſion, and 
Meeter, ordinarily uſed in Churches, a little 


alter'd. 
PsAr. I. 


Beatus Vir qui non abiit. 


HE Man is bleſt, whoſe doubtful Paths 


Unrul'd by Sinners are; 
Who in their Council never ſtood, 
Nor fat ith* Scorners Chair. 
But in the Law of God the Lord 
Hath fixt his whole delight 
And in that Law does exerciſe 
Himſelf both Day and Night. 


He ſhall be like a Tree, which grows 
Cloſe by the Rivers fide 

Whoſe loaded Boughs in Fruits return 
Their Tribute to the Tide. 

No Storm or Drought ſhall make him fade, 
But he unmov'd ſhall ſtand 

Nor ſhall Succeſs leſs profſp'rous crown, 
What e're he takes in hand. 


No#ſo the Wicked, who as Chaftf 
By Tempelts rais'd on high, 
The triumph of fierce Winds are made, 
And as they drive them, flic. 
Unlike in Life, unlike ſhall be 
The ends which on them wait 3 
Whilſt theſe in Judgment cannot ſtand, 
And thoſe are prais'd ith* Gate. 
Dd 4 
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For why the ways of Righteous Men 
Unto the Lord are known: 

But Sinners ways, hid to themſclves, 
Unto the Dcad lead down. 


Psat, LVIL 
AlLſerere mei, Deus miſerere. 


'Ca- AT God, on whom I have reli'd, 
Whole Mercy is my ſtay 
Under Thy Wings, or ct me hide, 
Or on them flic away ! 
Or hide, or flic, until the Storm 
Which threatens me is palt 3 
Thou all things for me doſt perform, 
In Thee my hope is plac'd. 


To God T'll cry, who ſhall deſcend 
From Hcav'n, ith* Fight to clole ; 

And whilc his Love docs me dctend 
His Truth thall lay my Focs. 

With Lions, Lord, my Soul lics down, 
{hu: up within their Den 

Lions fo hcarce were never known, 
Crucl, and bloody Men. 


Whoſe Tongues are Swords, and Eyes all Fire, 
With gore and ſlaughter Red 3 

And who againſt me all conſpire, 
To look, or ſpeak me Dead. 

Yet ſet Thy Glory *above the Skies, 
O're th* Earth cxaltcd be 


For 


4 


RIMES, 


For tho ſo high I cannot riſe, 
Thou maylt ſtoop down to me 


Thou did(t fo, for as I lookt round, 
Penſive and full of care 

My proſtrate Encmics ftirew'd the Ground, 
Each tane in his own Snare. 

Fixt is my Heart to ſing Thy Prailc, 1 
Tis fixt, and F'Il rejoyce 3 i 

Awake my Harp, and with Thee raiſc, h 
To Heav'n my tuncful Voice! 


I will awake too, and my Song 
To th* Nations ſhall rehearſe 
Mercies, whoſe Praiſe to Heav'n belong, 
Worthy an Angels Verſe. 
Lord, ſet Thy Glory *above the Skics, 
O're the Earth exalted be ! | 
Lo, how thy Son does thither riſe, 
Lift from the Grave by Thee ! 


Turn'd and Tranſerib'd with the following Pſalm, for 
an Hymn upon Eaſter-day, 167 1, 
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PsAL. CXIV. 
In exitu Iſrael de, &c. 


HEN Iſrael was by God's addreſs, 
And his Almighty Hand, 

From Bondage led, and wondrouſly 
Brought to the Promis'd Land 

In J#dah God his Glory ſhew'd, 
Anddid his Power declare 3 

Iſrael his great Inheritance, 
Temple and Empire were, 


The Sea it faw and ſuddenly 
Amaz'd roſe up and fled ; 
The parted ſireams of Fordans Flood 
Ran trembling to their Head. 
Aſide the Mountains leapt like Rams, 
And to the Hills did ſhow, 
( The Hills, which ſhook like frighted Lambs ) 
The way which they ſhould go. 


What ail'd the Sea that all amaz'd 
So ſuddenly it fled ? 
And what made Fordans parted ſtreams 
Run trembling to their Head ? 
Why did the Mountains leap, like Rams, 
And to the Hills firſt ſhow, 
( The Hills, which ſhook like frighted Lambs ) 
The way which they ſhould go ? 


Confeſs, O Earth, thy Soveraign Lord, 
And at his Preſence quake! 


Before 


KIMES. 


Before the Face of Facob's God 
Bow, and Obeyſance make ! 

Tis he, who caus'd thoſe Rocks to hear, 
And when Thy Springs are dry, 

Can from their flinty Bowels fetch 
Streams, Which ſhall never dic. 


—— 


PsALl. CLI. 


According to the LX XII. ——<Efabey 78 
&pi0us, Gre & provordtyror THF yohidd* 
Meds yulw tv Tos 'AJFAOR ks, 2,, &c. 
I. 


Y ouxcesr of all my Brethren, and the leaſt 


In*the Feſſean Houle, to? a Servicel enclin'd, Io 


Which both my Age, and Innocence ſuited beſt, 
And beſt the Throne, to which I was deſign'd : 
My Fathers Flock, wasearly ſet to keep, 

And how to govern Men, firſt learn among my Sheep. 


IL. 


I kept and fed them with a pious care, 
And as they fed, my Harp, and Pipe aſfayd 
Them, and my felt to pleaſe, did Songs prepare, 
And variouſly, as penſive Shepherd, playd : 
Till having wearicd out an humbler String, 

A bolder flight I dare'd, Iſraels Great God to Sing, 


ITE, But 
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III. 


But who ſuch Praiſe can worthily rehearſe ? 
vi I firove my beſt, and it acceptance found, 
| | With Heav'nsBleſt King, who t6approve my Verſe, 
A double Glory round my Temples bound 3 
By* his Prophets Hand there plac'd the Regal Crown, 
(From the Flock calling me ) the Poct's with his own. 


I'V. 


I many Brethren had, and great of Might, 

All valiant Men, and all renown'd in War, 
| Oft tri'd, but God in them took no delight, 

| For Cauſes, tho from us removed far, 

| 4) To' himſelt beſt known, who ſces not as Man ſees, 
| | But as the Heart is, judges, and gives Dignitics. 


F V. 


| | For that, and his own Pleaſure He choſe me, 

i And having choſen, call'd me forth to fight 

| { With Raphas Giant-ſon, whoſe blaſphemy 
Levell'd at Heav'n, on his own Head did light : 

f By' his Gods hecurſt me, and his Gods he curlt, 

! Himſelf as the chict God propitiating thus firlt. 


VI. 


| 
| 
oo ( But ſuch curſe Proof, I out againſt him went, 
| | The firmlier arm'd, as he difarm'd thereby 
| And ccrtain Death into his Forc-head ſent, 
11S E re he the place could guard, or turn to flic : 
| | He fell: Iran, to th' lifeleſs Monſter came, (ſhame. 


| From him with's own Sword took his Head, from ues 
| 1 0 


KEIMES. 


Job curſing his Birth, 


After this opened Job his Mouth and curſed his 
Day : And Job ſpake and ſaid. 


Pereat dies in qua natus ſun. 


AY theDay periſh, and its haſty flight 
Be ill? be (ill retarded by a ſuggiſh Night ! 
The Day, unhappy Day, whereon *twas known, 
My Mother could that name, and ſorrows own. 
Let it look black as Hell, no Ray appear, 
Nor on it God in common Light draw ncar ! 
But unregarded may it from above, 


| To'all other Days a different Circle move ! 


Augment the latt Nights gloom, and ne're be found. 

But in a Sea of Rapes, and Murder drownd ! 

Let Deaths grim Terrors on it ever dwell, 

Of if*t has Light, let it be ſuch as fel] 

On Sodom, when avenging Heav'n did ſhowr 

Tempelſis of Fire, and flouds of Lightning pour! 
And for the Night C if yet it were the Night, 


| For any Day too bad, which hrlt diſclos'd the tight ) 


Dark of it ſelt, let Horrour on it ſeize! 

And when all others welcome are tor th caſc, 
And rcfpit, which they bring the toilſonic care 
Of pains, which in their Curtains hidden arc, 
Let it be Curlt too, and by' a fatal Breath, | 
Doom'd not the ſhadow of it, but very Death * 


* Sad, diſmal, ſolitary, know no Joys, 


No chearfut ſhouts, but a dull contus'd noiſc 
Of Groans and Shrieks, as when the parting Soul 


Labours in vain its dceltiny to controul ! | 
And 


Gt 


R IME S, 


And as the Criminal, who, to die next Morn, 

The pity of the many, and their Scorn, 

Curſcs its ſhortneſs, and does think it done, 

Sooner than other Nizhts are well begun ; 

Let it abide Curlt, and grown Ominous, 

Its Tale in ſome prodigious ruine loſe! 

Black be its Twilight, in it riſe no Star, 

But ſuch, as when 'tis ſeen, tho from a far, 

Famine portends, and Blood, and the Worlds flame, 
And all the Plagues that have, orhave not Name! 
Let it expe& the Light, and pine awa 

To Darkneſs palpable, but fee no Day ! 

With thouſand Curſes more 

And Day or Night be? it, Ev'ning, or the Morn, 
From th* Years account let it be ever torn! 

To me, it (elf, and Heav'n and all be loſt, 

And from the number of the Days be croſt! 

O had it never been, or had that Hour P , 
But barr'd the Gate, and damn'd the fertil Door 

( Unhappy Gate, but Hour unhappy more! ) 
Sorrow I ne*re had known, nor had theſe Eyes 
Beheld the Light, which none but Fools can prize. 
Rather why di'd Inot, making the Womb, 

At once my buſie tyring Houſe and Tomb 

But by the Knees I mult perverted be, 

And live more Deaths than one to a&t, more Plagues to 
Draw th' hated Breſts only to fetch ſupply, q lee 
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After ten thouſand Deaths, new deaths to try, 

And at the laſt with greater fenſe and torment die ! 
Had I then dy'd, itill as the Night, or Grave, 

My Voice had been, without a Death to crave. 

Still had I lain, and in Oblivion's breſt 

Enjoy'd a ſweeter fleepand ſounder reſt, 

The Earth, which does in its cold Lap enfold 

All Arts and Arms, Princes and allthcir Gold, ah 

Whic 
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Which Sepulchers does for their Tombs prepare, 

Great in their Duſt and in their Ruines fair, 

For me, to Die then had I been allow'd, 

Had markt a place, amidſt the awful Crowd, 

There where untimely Births ith* Pit are thrown, 

And through the Earths ſoft pores the Plains with ver- 
Anawtul place it is, with Company (dure crown. 

The beſt and great*ſt, where in appartments lie 

Kings, and their Counſellors, each in his Bed, 

With each his Sword clapt underneath his Head. 

For there the proud Uſurpors terrors ceaſe, 

And there the weary are at perfect caſe, 6 

And the whole Region riots in the ſpoils of Peace, 

Pris'ners enjoy their Liberty, at leaft know 

No other Chains, than what their Jaylors do. 

Both ſmall and great there undiſtinguilht be, 

Undiſturb'd by outworn Authority. 

Maſters and Servants throw thoſe Names alide, 

And for a nobler freedom both provide. 

No fear of the Oppreſſor *s there, no wrong, 

No Clamours, no Reproach amidit that throng} 

But a deep filence hills the profound waſt, 

Deat to all calls, but the laſt Trumpets blaſt. 

Ah, might I zelt there ! Why is Death deni'd 

To him, who ſeeks it, in thoſe ſhades to hide ? 

Who for it digs, and would more gladly find 

That Treafure, than the mines he leaves ith* way bchind' 

Light and this Life, will but encreaſe his pain, : 

| Light and this Life, of which he does complain, C 

| And would for *one Death exchange, but all in vain. 

| Why iz Lite thruſt on ſuch a Man, who's dead, 

 Deadto himſelf, and God, all comfort fled ? 

Me why is't thruſt on, who the Gitt dcſpilc, 

| Asth' worſt of this Worlds great impert*nencies3 

Nay more, its greateſt Curſe 3 unwelcome Guelt, 

That never, lets me never be at rcſt, 


Nor 


Hab. 3. 
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Nor Bed, nor Board their jult refrcſhment give 3 
Which! (who would thus? ) thus I'd not always live; 
Too long alrcady, to fecl what I fear'd, 
Saddcr than can be told, too dolcful to be heard ; 

Ar xclt I nc'rc was, but compar'd with this, 

All formcr Grict as gone, and vaniſht is, 
And all, but vcry Hell, would be a kind of Bliſs. 
1660, 


— 


CI ns 


The Prayer of HABAK KUK. 


Domine, audivi auditionen, 


I, 


M Y God, Ihave Thy Wonders heard, 

And their rcport like thoſe, who ſaw them teard, 

I heard, what Thou of Old haſt done, 

\cevive Thy Work, nor let it die 
But ſince to make us hope Thou halt begun, 

Let our Dcliverance too draw nigh ! 

Lord, in the mid(t of th' Years appear, 

Nor ever, ever thus forbear, 
To put an happy iſſue to our Fear! 

Ith* anidlt of th' Ycars Thy Greatneſs ſhow, 
For we arc ready it Thou *art but fo ! 
Let us in Wrath Thy Mercy ee, 
Remembred this, let that forgotten be ! 
What tho with us the tull Time *s not cxpir'd, 
With Thce*tis ended, and by us defir'd. 
Ages to come, and Apes long lince paſt, 

In Heav'n, where Thou art, preſent are, 
'Tisevcr now and now will evcr laſt. 

O, Now from Heav'n Thy Power declare, 
And let it once be here, what it is cver there. Il, 


RIMES, 


IL 
D.:us ab Awuſtro veniet, 


God came from Teman, and the Holy One, 
Deſcended.-from Mount Paran, with a mighty Train : 
The Earth. to Heav'n did dart the Rays again, 
And as He paſt the Skie with Glory ſhone. 
Retined Light, without allay, 
Such as above makes Angels Day, - 
Such was His Brightneſs, and ſuch was His Way. 
He was all Light, but from His Side 
Shot forth a Beam, fo clear, and pure, 
That none to (ee it could endure ; 
And there, as in the dark, He did His Glorics hide. 
The Peltilence betore Him went, 
Gathering new Poyſons, as the old were ſpent 3 
Ruine and Deſolation, at His Feer, 
Never to part again did meet, 
But fworn to exccute His Wrath on Man, 
Kilt and embrac'd cach other cloſe, as they before Hifn 
(ran, 
ITI. 


Stetit, & menſis eſt Terram, 


He ſtbod and in His Hand 
He held a Line, and meaſuring Wand, 
Both to niete out, and to deſtroy his Land. 
Over the Earth the fatal Line He threw, 
And that it level on all fides might lie, 
He ſmote the Nations, and thcy* in hatte withdrew 3 
Tir affrighted Earth, that fain would flic, 
Secing it could not ſtir, the Line did take, 
But did with horrour, and amazement ſhake 3 
E e The 
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The Rocks as it came o're their Backs, did quake 3 
Bow*d down their Heads, and griev'd they were ſo high, 
The everlaſting Mountains ſcatt'red lay, 

And the perpctual Hills ſank down, and ſtole away, 


I'V. 
Pro iniquitate vidi Tentoria, 


I ſaw the Tents of Egypt in diſtrels, 
Mcthoughts I heard thcir doletul groans 
The Land did tremble, and its cmptineſs 
An hollow murmur addcd to its moans, 
And ſhrickt a deadly eccho from the wounded Stones, 
When not content to ſee their Fir(t-born ſlain, 
Conqucr'd on Land, they once again 
Would try the tortune of the Main. 
Since they the Tenth Shock could fo ſtoutly brave, 
They ſcorn'd to fear the Eleventh Wave, 
Till they themſelves, and that faw buried in a Grave, 
What ail'd the Rivers, Lord, what ail'd the Flood, 
That Thou ſhouldſt make their tireams true Veins of 
What could the Sea, againti Thee do, (Blood ? 
So {mall againſt ſo great a Foe, 
Exalted Thou fo high, and that fo low ? 
Could it deſerve Thy Wrath, or roar fo loud, 
From Heav'n, Thy Throne, to call Thee down 
Or in its (wcllings was it grown fo proud, 
It *(deign'd a check from a ſingle trown, 
Unlc(s in Triumph God would o're it ride, 
Ard Scas.trom Scas below.as firſt from thoſe above divide 


Suſ- 


ph, 
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V. 
Suſcitans ſuſcitabis Arcum, 


So on the Sea 3 ith* Air his Bow was ſen; 
Not by Reflection, like the Rain-bow made, 
Where all the pleaſing Colours are together laid, 
That Man might be no more afraid 
Of a new Deluge to be unſherd in, 
And once more drown, what it could never purge,his Sin. 
That is his Bow of Pcace, but this of War, 
The Skie about it was with Darkneſs ſpread, 
Slaughter, and Gore had ſtain'd it red, 
Ghaltly and terrible it gliſtned from afar. 
A poyſoned Arrow on the firing did hang, 
It hung a while, but when the Bow He drew, 
Drawn to the head away it flew, 
And flying gave a deadly twang 3 
The Air a good while after rang, 
The ſound how loud, the Pile how keen, 
How would it enter, when no Mail could come betwcen* 
Such was his Word, which did their Way prepare, 
The Oath, which to the Tribes He palt, 
Making them Conquerors cvery where, 
Till they were in Canaan plac'd, 
Till to the Promis'd Land, He brought them fafe at haſt. 


VI. 
Semper fluvios ſcindes Terre. 


- Bur firſt the War did rage at Home, 
Thirſt, a worſe Foe than Amaleck, to be o'recome. 
To God for Drink they cry, 
Not with a Wet, but envious Eyes 
Ee 2 For 
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For Drought long ſince had made thoſe Ciſterns dry, 
They cry'd, and murmur'd, to' Egypt back would go, 
Till trom the Rock God bid the Waters flow 
The Rock obey'd, and to the ſacred Rod did bow. 
Out guſht new Streams, th' admiring Earth gave way, 
But wondred how ſuch Rivers ſhould come there 

Yet looket again to ſce her tear, 
And asſhe ſaw it quak't, and ready cut in Channels lay, 


VIL 
Viderunt te & doluerunt Montes. 


| There as He marcht, the Mountains ſaw their God, 
ani And ſtagger'd as he ſhook His Rod 
The ſurly Decp palt filent by, 
d 1! And fearful any more to look on high, ; 
l In humble plains of liquid Chryſial flat did lie. 
j The bolder Waves, which yet would riſe, 
| þ And with their towring Billows dare the Skies, 
Seeing Him, ſtarted and (hriekt out 3 
No more of their Detiance thought, 
| And of His Preſence were aſham'd to doubt, 
I As when one ſecs ſome Ruine near, 
Ready upon his Head to fall, 
| Which yet he cannot help at all, 
| | i Cannot prevent; but with unequal ſtrength muſt bear ; 


| Expecting the dead weight he ſtands, | 
| Shrinks in his Shoulders, and lifts up his Hands : | 
| So ſiood the Waves, and without power to flie, 


With rais'd up Hands and Eyes, had hardly ftrength to 
(cry, 


V1II. Sol 
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VIII. 
Sol & Luna fteterunt, 


The Sunamarz'd ſtood ſtill, and at the fight, 

Bid the Moon ſtop, and ſee the bloody Fight 

Never was (uch a Fight, never fo long a Day, 
When Heav'n it ſelt did waiting ſtay, 

Nor till it ſaw the Vidtors went away. 
The Lord Himſelf -that Day marchr out, 
Hail-ſtones and Coals of Fire hurl'd all about 
In wrath He marcht, through the whole Land, 

And threſht the Nations, as He paſt along, 

His Arm ſo weighty, and his Wrath fo ſtrong, 

None durit againit Him ftand. 
To fave his People did He thus appear, 
Tothem ſo Glorious, to His Foes fo tull of Fear. 


Ix, 
Percuſſiſti Caput de domo,, &c. 


To th* Earth He firoke their Princes down, 
Their Villages defiroy'd, (ack'd every Town 5 
Tholike a Whirlwind, they againſt us came, 
God for us fought in arms of Flame. 
Flames, which their blatts made hercer burn, 
Andon themſelves with double Vengeance turn 3 
In Fire God came againſt them, and o'recame : 
Did through the Sea on His great Horſcs ride, 
Whilſt Waves to make Him room, fiood up in heaps, on 
| ( either hide. 


Ee 3 X. Audivi 


Xs 
Audivi & conturbatus eft, &c, 


This as I heard my Joynts unloos'd, 
Through all my Vcins chill Horrour was diffus'd. 
My Belly trembled, and my Lips did quake, 
My Bones tor very rottenne(s did ſhake. 
Afraid I was, yet could not chuſc bur fear, 

When I ſuch mighty things did here; 

When e're I was aware, 

The God, who did them I perceiv'd drew near. 
O may I reſt, when he to judg ſhall riſe! 
For when He does the wicked World chaſtiſe, 
How heavy then will be His Hand, how red his Eyes 


X 1. 


Aſcendam ad Populam, 


From Thee, Lord, then, to my God now I flic, 
And for Thy Mcrcy, on Thy Power relic, 
Propitious Thee thy Land has found, and ſoſhall 1. 
Nothing ſhall make me quit my truſt, 
For Thou art Pititul, as well as Juſt. 
No, tho the Fig-Trce bloſſom not, 
And on the Vine the generous cluſters rot 3 
Tho th* labours of tne Olive ceaſe, 
And all the Icfſer Plants of Life, 
With Man, as He is with his God at ſirife, 
Deny to give thcir rich cncreaſe., 
Let th* Earth threat Famine, bcar no Graſs, 
Iron below, as Heav'n above, is Braſs, 
No Fruit, no Palture yield, 
But be with Thorns 4nd Brambles filld, 
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And they burnt up, whilli there's a Furnace in cach Field; 
Let the Flocks dic, and in the Stall 

The Ox, not by the Knifc, but want of Fodder fall ; 
Yet in my God will I rejoyce, 

Whoſe care I am, as I made him my choice. 
Tis He's my ſtrength, and treed trom tear, 

For me on high He ſhall His Truth diſplay ; 
Or when the Deſolation's near, 
Give me Hinds Feet to ſcape away. 1663, 


Comiato. 


Song wherewith I tirſt Begun, 
My Great Redeemers Praiſe to ting 3 
And from a far more noble (ring, 
( Than I was wont ) an Hebrew Dcſcant run, 
; For the great Harp of Feſſes Son, 
To be prepar'd, when Time ſhould be : 
Preſerve that Times blelt Memory, 
And all that, by Thee? inſpir'd, I lince have done, 
That it with Men no Grace I find, 
With Heav*n I may, and Peace in my own Mind ! 


RIMES. 


OCCASIONAL RIMES. 


—— 


The Saying of CLEANTHES. 


Epidt, 'E-m1 Tiles Tpoydos wuiecy Tulſa 

Cape 77s ATE d\ ut, & Ziv, #, 00 4 Nemrewulny, 
"OT mT” Upliy Et NCTETHY jAAVOS, 
"Ns tLopuar oTE0xio5, 1d" oduves 
Ecy of pau GONG, 5x* HTlov Eddouar. 


Sen. Ep. D UC me Parens, Celfique Dominator Poli 
107. Quocungue placuit, nulla parendi mora eſt , 
Adſum impiger 5 fac nolle, comitabor gemens, 
Muluſque patiar, quod pati licuit bono. 
| ; 
E AD me, O Providence Divine, 
Where c're Thou haſt appointed me to go z 
I'll follow willingly, and ſhow, 


By my quick pace, that one dcfign, 
Tho hid to me, a&ts Thy uncrring Will and minc. 


II, 


Briskly I'll follow Thee 3 for fo 
I ſhall prevent my Fate, which to decline 
Beyond my Compals is, and Line 
Worſe by reſiſtance I ſhall grow, 
And after all be driven, whether I will or no. 


Upon 
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Upon a terrible Storm of Thunder, Wind, and 
Rain, 25 July 1670, done by Night in the 
midſt of it. 


I, 


REAT God of Thunder, at whoſe Voice 
The Earth and its Foundations ſhake, 
And Man, whom Thou halt made its Lord, docs quake, 
Still the dreadful, and amazing Noiſe ! 
Lo! as Thy People Iſrael did of old, 
By Fear ſurpriz'd, yet by our fear made bold, 
Lord, leſt we die, we beg Thou wouldſt Thy Voice with- 
(hold! 
IT. 


Yet ſpeak, for ( Lo! ) Thy Servants hear! 
And ſpeak Thy ſelf, but not in'Smoak, and Flame ! 
The mighty Storm, that by the Tiſhbite came, 
And rent the Hills, and did the Mountains tear, 
The Tiſhbite (aw unmov'd, knowing Thou wert not there. 
At length was heard an awful ſound, 
Whiſpers and murmers undiſtin& around, 
With filence waited on profound, 
And a (oft Voice, in which the Thunders ſhouts were 
The Prophet liſtned, and inclin'd his Head, (drownd. 
Fill d with ſacred and unuſual Dread 3 
His Face did in his Mantle hide 
For Thou in triumph on the peaceful ſoumd didſi ride, 
And He,who brav'd the Thunder, bow'd and worſhipped 


WI. With 
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IIL 


With ſuch another Voice Divine, 
Lord, ſpeak to us, and we will hear! 

Thy Thunder is too loud for our purg'd Ear, 
And dreadfully Thy ſcorching Lightnings ſhine, 
That voice of Fire, till the Great Day reſtrain, 
Where to be ſlept out *t ſhall be ſtrove in vain 3 
For, even the Dead by it awak'd, ſhall riſc again. 


The NATIVITY. 


An Ode. 


'L 


HO would not cnvy, if he durſt, your Grace, | 
Bleſt Shepherds, to whom hirlt the Tidings came, | 
That God, who neither Time can bound, nor Space, 
Th Almighty, who upholds this rolling Frame, 
Deign'd to be born, and did the Breatt imbrace : 
Of the Worlds Maker made himſclt a Child, 
And wrapt in ſwaths, tho He whole Nature filÞ'd ? 
Too happy News this, in the City to be told, 
I'th' Palace, and at Herods Court, 
Where all the learned Father Fews reſort 
E're it reach them, let the report grow cold ! 
There's too much Spleen, and Malice there, 
Hypocrific, Diſtruſi, and fcrvile Fear, 
Intemp'rance, Luſt, Extortion, Cruelty, 
And, if than theſe there greater Vices be, 
Pride. which of ills the worlt, pollutes the Air. 


The - 
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The Country 'a better place, God for his Birth did chulc, 
( Tho not fo gay,) and Mcn more Innocent, 
To whom Hee'd ſhow His great Deſcent ; 
And when He did Feruſalem retulc, 
Twas to recal the Ancient Time, and Uſe, 
When He to Man in Paradiſe firſt went : 
That He to Peace, and Juliice, might the preference give, 
And all the Graces that ith* Country ſafely live ; 
And leſt the Truth ſhould be deny'd, 
Ith' Country Hee'd be Born, but in the City Dy'd, 


IL 


&« Fear not, O Shcpherds, th Angel ſaid! 
And need there was, to bid them not to fear, 
Since greater Souls than theirs might be atraid, 
That God, unlookt for, ſhould approach ſo ncar, 
And full Spring-tides of Light,at Midnights Ebb appear. 
For Night it was, and poſting tow'rds the Day, 
Grown darker on a ſudden, than betoxe, 
The Shepherds by their Flocks expeQting lay, 
Till their bright *rar ſhould ope* the Mornings Doos 3 
When, Lo! a brighter Star brake out, 
And ſacred Beams Angelic Forms did ſhow, 
Fairer than thouſand Suns, tho all about 
They their united Flames ſhould throw. 
'Twas Gabriel, who the Mcfſage brought 
To the *ever Virgin that the ſhould conceive 3 
Gabriel, who now the happy Minute taught, 
When his Great Lord the Father's Throne did leave, 
A Body fitted for him to rcccive 3 
Bright in His Princes glory, bright in *His own, 
All clad in Hallow'd Light came down, 
Embaſſador of God, and Herald to His Son. 


WR 
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On Heavens high Top awhile He ſtood, 
And view'd all Paleſtine around 3 
All Paleſtine in ſleep lay drown'd, 
Eye'n Fordan flumbred to the murmurs of his Flood. 
Nor voice of Man, nor noiſe of Dogs was heard, 
The bowing Mountains ſeem'd to nod, 
And at the Preſence of their God, 
Who o're them wav'd his All-commanding, Rod, 
Inclin'd their Heads, and the great Spell rever'd. 
Each Field, each Hill did reſt, 
And equal Night poſleſt 
The painful Labourer, and his weary Beaſt, 
Bethlehem alone, this Tranſient Death ſurviv'd, 
And in her Plains ſome liv'd, 
Yet whom the Sight did (o ſurprize, 
They hardly durſi believe their Eyes, 
Yet durlt not but believe, and ſent to Heav*n their cries, 


I'V. 


So at the laſt Day ſhall there ſome be found 
To hear, alive, the Trumpets dreadtul found 
Amaz'd and trembling ſhall they ſtand, 
Feel on themſelves a Powertul Hand, 
And willing, or unwilling take, the preat Command, 
« Be chang 'd (*twill ſay) yeLiving! and ye Dead 
« Wake and ariſe, and to the Judgment come ! 
The Living, ſoon as e're the word is ſed, 
Shall feel the Terrors they did drcad, 
And without help of Death,or Grave,reach their Eternal 
The Dead with their own Bodies ſhall ariſe, (Home. 
And then the Earth, and Sea, and Skies, 
The ſcatter'd Atomes ſhall reſtore [ 
Ot 
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Of Bodies, which they did devour, 
To joyn with parted Souls, but never to be parted more. 
No guilty Criminal his Face {hall hide, 
Or undiſcovered the great Judg avoid, 
But from his Hold, tho ſelf-condemn'd,come and be tri'd. 


V. 


Nature it ſelf ſhall to*its old nothing roll 3 
And then Heav*ns beautcous Scroll, 
With all the Miltic Notes that there 
(Writ by the Hand Divine ) 
So wondrous and, and fo bright appear, —_ 
Shall in one flame with Earth and Sea, more dreadfu! 
Like that, which once the Prophet ſenc (thine, 
To Fudabs frubborn King) Fer. 36, 
A while he heard the Woes, but grown impatient, 
With Hands prophane the Parchment rent, 
And into th* Fire the ſever'd parts did fling 3 
| And there they crackled, there did together (hrink, 
+ Till al-conſum'd they were to Aſhes burn'd. 
Ah! (ottiſh Prince, and vain to think 
Decrees of Heav'n fo cafily overturn'd ! 
Lo! God himſelf reſents the wrong, 
| Thy (elf ſhall be the ſubject of a longer Roll ere long! 


VI. 


+ And ſohe was, for by the dread Command, 

| A larger Roll the Prophet did prepare, 

* Byth' ame Command another Heav'n more fair, 

+ Inplaceof this, when *tis conſum'd ſhall ſtand. 

| Andthere the Throncs ſhall be for Judgment ſet, © 

* From'awful which the Son with Maicliy, W404 
And doubled Grace ſhall Reign illultriouſly, : 
In his own Godhead, and th' Exalted Manhood, great. 

| All 
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All Nations then, and Languages, 
The Rich, the Poor, the Simple, and the Wie, 
With all who Tents inhabited, or Palaces, 

Naked to the Bar {hall riſe, 

And anſwer cach Man to his name: 

Diltin&tions ſhall aſide be thrown, 

Nor Kings be by their Scepters known, 
Or the great Houſes which they made, or whence the 

Around the Bar ſhall Angels wait, (can, 
For Exccution arn/*d, and Ccloth'd tor fiate, 
Sole minilters of Wrath, who only were of Love alate, 


VIL 


Thithcr, O Muſe, thither bring back my Song, 
From which thou wandrecd halt too long 3 
Of Gabriel, and his ſecond Mcſlage ling, 
Who now upon the Winy, þ 
The happicti News, ere heard by mortal cars,does bring, Þ 
« Attend, he faid, and thoſe glad Tidings hear, 
* Good Tidings, and of great Joy, which ſhall be 
** Not unto you alone, 
* Or trom the Father to the Son, 
* For one deſcent alone continued down, 
© But unto all who are to come, or wiſht this day to ſee, 
*ForLo! to you is Born this Day, 
* A Saviour, which is Chriſt the Lord, 
*In David's Town, which long expecting lay, 
& Promis'd Mcthah, and th* Incarnate Word. 
* To Day He s Born, and this ſhall be the Sign, 
* By which the Mighty Infant ſhall be found, 
<* In Swadling Clothes he ſhall lie bound, 
* And in a Manger reſis the Babe Divine. 
Never was Sight of cqual Fame, 
Not the hrit Man of God-like Frame, 
For God himfſelt thus Born, a'Mortal Man —_ " 
» BY 
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He ſpake, and with him firait were ſcen 
Myriads of Angels, in their beſt Array, 
My Nias of Angels, who kept Holy-day, 
And all their Glories did diſplay, 
No Cloud to *eclipſe the Luſtre came between. 
And then they Danc'd, and then they Sang 
Praiſes, themſelves did firſt compole 3 
The Starry Vault, with the loud Eccho rang, 
And the whole Concert doubled o're this cloſe 3 
© Glory to God on High, 
« Ith? higheſt great Jchovah bleſs, 
« Good Will t'wards Men, on Earth be Peace, 
* Glory to God on High! 
And may this Round begun thus laſt Etcrnally ! 
And up they roſe, with Bays and Ivy Crown'd, 
Not ſuch as Mortal Poets wear below, 
But what ith' Heav'nly Tempe grow, 
And with whoſe Wreaths the firſt great Makers Brows are 
(bound. 
 I% 


Go! Shepherds, go! and kiſs th* Eternal Son! 
To B:thlehem go, and the fix(t Tributes bring 
To Ifraels Saviour, and Heav'ns New-born King, ! 
To you this more than common Honour's done, 
To' approach your God, and Worſhip at his humble 
Make haſte, nor by your own dclay (Throne. 
For others to ptevent your Joys give way 3 
Why ſhould they firſt be happy, whilſt you only ſtay ? 
For Kings ſhall come &'re long, trom th* Ealt, 
By a leſs Flame than what's your Guide, 
Dire&ed hither, to hind that Reſt, 
Which ſeems not theirs, till by *you accepted, or de w_ 'd. 
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1, King. 


2, King. 


3. King. 


2, King, 


I. King. 


3c King. 


3. King. 
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Of you Gud takes the firft, and greateſt Care, 
Who thus by Angels Summon'd are; 
When they, tho Kings, and coming from afar, 
Shall wait,and doth tocall,and lead them,only have 4 Star, 
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The STAR. 


A Carol 
For the Epiphany by the 1II Kings. 


0 how that Glorious Star, at Noon does riſc, 
And like another Sun new Guilds the Skics! 
Look how it dares the Ruler of the Light, 


And in His cleareſt Beams appears more bright, 
Calling before its time the fluggith Night! 
Rather the Conquer'd Sun to' its Rays gives way, 
And but a Phoſpher ſecms to its new Day. 
The Conquer'd Sun, &c. [ Chorus trizm.] 


Sure *tis no common Star, ſee where it goes 
A daring Paſſage it (elt only knows 3 
And croſs the Heav'n points out to Paleſtine, 


"And as it that way leads more bright does ſhine :; 


Come let us follow, where it leads, and ſce 
What may the Caule of its appearing be, 
Whether it ſect a Star, or ſome Divinity, 
Come let us, &c, [ Chorus alter trizm,) 


Somme greater Power, which to dire our Way, 


Has chole this borrowed Shape, and glorious Ray 3 
An 
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And when we knew not well which Road to go, 
Does tow'rds Fxdea our great Journey ſhow: 1. King, 
That way it points, that way we mult along, 2, King, 
No fear, when Heaven's out Guide,we ſhould go wrong. 
That way, &c. [ Chorus trium tertins. ] 


O're Bethle*m lo! at length the Flame does reſt! 1. King. 
Bethlem, that with the Prince of Peace is bleſt: 
Bethle'm, which muſt by ancient Prophecy 2, King. 
The Tyring-Houſe of the Almighty be, : 
Where he will cloath Himſelf with baſe Humanity. l 

, And that's the Houſe, where we our Gifts muſt bring 3+ King. 
To the World's God, and Iſrael's Infant King, 


Chorus Onniun. 


Hither *twas, hither the bright Star did lead, 
Let's enter humbly, and approach with Fear : 
The Star, which brought, will ſhew him us more clear, 
And be a Glory round the Infants Head : 
O this is He! fall down, and worſhip him! fall dowrt 
And kiſs his Feet, whoſe Head ev*n Heav'nthus ftoops to 
(Crown! 


23. Decemb. 1660. 
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[ The PASSION. 
An Ode. 
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T ww ſixteen Years have almoſt o'te Thee paſt, 
Twice ſixteen more Thou maylt as fondly waſte, 
In expectation, Sylvixs, as thou haſt 
The ſwift-wing'd Years, which in their Paſſage ſcap'd 
The Kalendar is ſearcht, and all in vain (thee laft, 
Wouldſi Thou have this Day return 
To the ſame Point, as when in *it Thou wert Born, 
I 5- Apr. But *twill not be this Age, if it &'re come again. 
1636. * Enough'tis that Thou once didii ſee 
The great Conjundction : 
Wait not o're long, for what may be 
Too late for Thee, 
And is ſufficient of it ſelf alone, 
Without that Circumſtance to fill Thy Song. 
For grant it now what could to Thee be* apply'd 
But that thy Birth fell out the Night thy Saviour Di'd, 


II. 


And fing in Numbers mournful as the Day, 
Ot Natures fright, and difarray, 
Which did Philoſophy confound, 
And ſcattered diſmal Horrours all around. 
When Heaven, and Earth, and Hell partook 
In the Darkneſs, and the Night, 


Riſe then my Muſe, but from a nobler Ground, 
Which like a Sea o'rcflow'*d the plains of Light, 
| 
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And all SpeQators with amazement trook ! 
Unlike to that, which once in Egype raign'd, 
When ſolid Night did Rhamaſes inveſt, 
But Goſhen, of the Sun poſſeſt,. 
, Over the Gleama Prolpect gain'd, 
And uninvellopt ſaw how far the Heav'ns were ſlain'd. 
Nor was it to the Antipodes 
The Day had haſined his acceſs ; 
For they unfenſible of Light, 
+ Lay buricdall the while in Night, 
And without Miracle could not behold it bright, 
Unleſs Thou add*ſi the Prodigie to raiſe, 
(And which none elſe but Thou, O Muſe, dares ſay ) 
Th' Antipodes at Midnight roſe to gaze, 


. 


And Night Jeruſalem leſs admir'd, than they the Day. 
11. 


A thought too wild this, and extrayaganit,. 
And which does all but its own airy balis want: 
Say rather that the Pangs and Agonies 
Of a new, and better World, 
Which was thence to take its riſe, 
Were thus conceal'd from Mortal Eyes, p 
And Darkneſs,as at hiſt, o're all th' Expanſion hurld, 
God's ſacred Kingdom was that Birth, 
The ſame New Heaven, and new Earth, 
Which che belov'd Diſciple ſaw, 
Ia all its Beauties, as it did appear, 
And to provoke Adventurers there, | 
A Chart thereof by Viſion did exa&ly draw. 
For on the Croſs as our great Saviour hung, _ 
And juſt Expiring, bow'd his Conquering Head, - 
From the black Skies bright beams like Lightning ſprung 
But as the Day, continued long, 
Chaſing wing'd Darkneſs, which betore them fled, 
Ft 2 And 
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And as the firſt Creations Work begun 
By the commanding Word, which He 
' To Nothing, and to Chaos ſed, 
Making when He ſpake only, © Let there be, 
By a no leſs Word this too was done, 
Created by that Voice, which cry'd, © Tis Finiſhed. 
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"Tis Finiſhed the Mighty Victor cry'd, 
All reaking in Triumphal Gore, 
Which his own Wounds, not Enemies Necks ſupply'd; 
For tho with them He Skirtiſht had before, 
And oft rebated had their Power, 
He could not throughly for us Conquer, till He Di'd. 
Alone He did the Wine-preſs tread, 
Of his Juſt Father's Wrath, alone, 
Iſraels to raiſe, ſtoopt his own Head, 
And to aſſiſt Him was there none. 
So far from that, that ith* purſuit 
Of Satan, Sin, and Death, when He cry'd out, 
With fainting Groans, T Thirſt, 
His Patience ſome, and ſome his Conqueſt Curli, i 
And Gall and Vinacre of the bitter Tree,was all the Fruit, | 
Till having taſted of the Brook ith* way, ; 
Anew He Rllow'd, tilt He gain'd the Day 3 
And to compleat his Victory, 
Got thence more Aids, and ſtrength enough to Die. 


V., 


Bleſt Saviour, who but Thou couldſt Live fo long, 
And in 6ne Soul ſo many Deaths endure, 

And different all, and all their Pains fo ſtrong, 
That their rchearſal does freſh Griets enſure, 


And again pierce thoſe Hearts Thou bledſt to Cure ? 
| When 
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When in the Garden Thou didſt firſt begin, 
Gethſemane, for eaſe defign'd, 
And ſafe retirements of a troubled Mind, 
 Purging thence all th* cffects of Sin, 
Which ſtill, tho hid, remaind behind, 
The dregs of what on Man in Paradiſe brake in. 
Fatal, but happy Place that, where did grow 
Midit whole Woods, no leſs beauteous, but one Tree, 
That even, by Wilfulneſs alone, could be 
The occaſion of our Miſery 3 
But in all elſe, more ſecret Snares than we 
_ Till by them Caught, ſhall ever know ! 
From this to clear it, and reſtore 
To th* Garden, what it had betore, 
And perte& Innocence add, one Beauty more 3 
As there fall'n Man his Life tirſt forfeited, 
There, to Redeem him, firſt the Blood of God was ſhed. 
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How grievous were his Pains there, and how great ? 
Burning, tho in the froſty ſhades of Night : 
Shivering with Cold, but in a Bloody Sweat 3 

And all diſſolv'd, at his approaching Paſlions Sight ? 
Thrice did He his Diſciples icave, 

And thrice to his Great Father pray'd, * 
Thrice to himſelf He anſwer made, 

And by an Angel did ſupport receive 
But, (O! ) th' Aſaults that were within, 
Compar'd with which his Bodies Flame, 

Was temperate heat, and ſcarce deſerv'd the Name, 

When in his Soul the Burning did begin, 

And Hell to *encreaſe the Fire, did Mines of Brimſtone 
A thouſand Ficnds about him flew, (bring! 
And Coals, and bailful Firebrand: threw, 
That ſciz'd at length the nobleſt Paxt, 
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Beyond the weak defence of Nature, or of Art, 
And unconſum'd, did only leave the Heart. ' 


VII. 


The Heart did unconſum'd remain, 
' By the Arch-Fiend 
With its own Grief to burſt dcſign'd, 
When in the Judgment Hall again, 
He ſhould the Charge renew, but all in vain. 
Thither betray'd by *a Kiſs the Traytors bring, 
; With Fetters bound, Heav'ns Sacred King 3 
Where being Cited, and Blaſphem'd, * 
Flouted, Scourg'd, Spat upon, 
Derided, and Contemn'd, 
By them ReviP'd, deny'd by *His own, 

A Reed in *his Hand, his Head with Thorns they Crown, 
And lead to Golgotha their God, whom they had Con- 
EF +» j++ 0 | / ' (demn'd; 
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Follow, Muſe, if thou haſt the heart, and ſec 
What other Torments they prepare 3 
T know the utmoſt of their Cruelty, 
And from thy Mouth had rather hear, 
The ſad'Report, than a SpeQtator be. 
Yet, that thou mayſt not ſand thy (elf ſurpriz'd, 
Stript off his Clothes, in Nakedneſs diſguiz'd, 
To th' Croſs they'll nail his Hands, *tis faid, 
And bore with Nails his tender Feet 3 
Then, all his Suffcrings to upbraid, 
*Cry, If Thou art the Son of God, let's ſee't, 
* Now from the Tree triumphantly come down, 
<* Or reign thence, like Thy ſclf alone, 
* Or any other Wonder ſhow, 
* Whereby Thy Deity may be known, a 
co n 


* 
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« And to its Scepter we will bow. 
As if there greater Miracle could be, 


Than all that Patience, which they do, but will not ſee. 


I X. 


Nor is this al, but when He's Dead, 
His Side they *ll open with a Spear 3 
Approach the Wound, and look what Blood is ſhed, 
For it Myſterious will appear, 
And be another Argument for thee next Year! 
A better Spring will thence ariſe, 
Than Helicon, fo Fam'd of old, 
There bath thy (elf, if thou art wiſe, 
Nor fear in thoſe chaſt Streams to be too bold. 
But ſee, be ſure too long thou dolt not ſtay, 
' For all the while Thou art away, 
Tears only from theſe Eyes will flow, 
And in my Fancy I ſhall double o're 
All that I have told thee now before, 
And all that thoureturn'd will'& tell again, and more, 
Befide my Verſe will fetter'd be, and flow, 
And want both Wings to flie, and Feet to go. 
10, Martii 166;. 


 ——— A. — CV 


EPIGRAM. 


Wi my God Di'd, I firſt began to Live, 

And Life which he refus'd Heav*n me did give 
Unlike that Day, O how unlike we were! 

Him dead the Croſs, me *alive the Knees did bcar. 


But may not Idie too? This life of mine 
I can as well as Thou diſpiſe, if not like Thine. 


Ft 4 Ah 
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Out of 
Latine. 


*RIMES, 
Ah deareſt Lord, this Legacy beſtow, 
A double Life, then to Thy Death I'll owe : 
And fandtifi'd thus in my Birth by Thee, 
A living Death, my dying Life ſhall be. 
5. Decemb. 1668, 


An Extaſie of Divine Love, 


Out of Aqueſia Divina Union, &c. 
Spaniſh, ; £ 

S, Tere- I. 

fa. 


T ra ſacred Bond of Charity, 
Wherein I uncorrupted Live, 
Makes God the Captive Chain receiye, 
But my pinion'd Heart ſets free, 
Tho cauſing ſtill ſuch love in me, 
To ſee Heav*ns King my Pris'ner lie, 
That I die, cauſe I cannot die. 


IL 


How teadious now this Life is grown, 

The way to Death how hard and long 3 

How dark the Dunge'on th* Ir'ns how ſirong, 
With which my* unwilling Soul's kept down, 
And has no truſt but hope alone! 

Theſe thoughts my Troubles raiſe ſo high, 

That Idic, *cauſe I cannot die. 


II. Bitter 


RIMES. 


oor 


Bitter Life, ſhalt thou be to me, 
WhereI my God can ne're enjoy 3 
But if my Love has no alloy, 
My hope as try'd and pure may be 
Ah! come my Lord, and ſet me free! 
Take off this weight, which makes me cry, 
That I dic, *cauſe I cannot die, 


IV. 


By hope alone it is I Live, 
Hope that I bear the ſeeds of Death, 
And dying once, a ſecond Birth 
Secures that Hope, and Life do's give 
O Death, I'll ne're thy coming grieve, 
' When Life ſucceeds, through hope (o nigh, 
That I die, *cauſe I cannot dic. 


V. 


Who can the Charms of Love refuſg ? 
A? Life, no more my Heart betray, 
'Tis only thou ſtand in my way, 

Which rather than my Love, I'll looſe, 

And Death for my great Champion chooſe 3 
So much alate thy Enemy, 
That I die, *cauſe Icannot die. 


VL 


The Life alone, that's hid above, 
Can of true Life the Title claim 5 
_ That Toy, which here uſurps the Name, 


Its 


RIME <&x, 


Its pleaſure hides, and deads our Love, 

And a worſe Foc than Death does prove 3 
Death, for whoſe fake I Life fo flic, 
That I die, *cauſe I cannot die. 


VIT, 


What can I give, frait Life, but thee 
Toth' God, who in me deigns to live? 
Yet how can I the nothing give 

Till he firſt grants me Liberty ? 

O let me die his Face to ſee! 
But that's fo diſtant from my Eye, 
That I die, 'caufe I cannot die. 


VIIE 


Beſide, my God, from thee away, 
Who would not of a Life complain, 
That terrible, and full of pain, 
Suffers a thouſand Deaths cach Day, 
A Mortal, but a flow decay ? 
And this ſo ſwells my Miſery, 
That I dic, *cauſe I cannot die. 


Ix, 


All Creatures love their Element, 
And pleaſure thexe enjoy and reſt 3 
And if by Death they are difſeas'd 

To their firſt nothing they are ſent : 

But I'm beyond kind Death's extent, 
Andyet ſo many hardſhips try, 
That I dic, 'cauſe I cannot die. 


X, 


when in the Euchariſt my dull Soul, 
Eating thy Fleſh it ſelf would caſe, 


A thouſand thoughts for entrance preſs, 


And there not to enjoy Thee whole, 

Whole, and alone, I a 'new condole ; 
For 'tis the Voice of every Sigh, 
That I dic, cauſe I cannot die. 


XI. 


I pleaſe my (elf ith* H *tis true, 
' Ere long, my God, of fecing Thee 3 
But fearing leſt they falſe ſhould be, 
My Torments with my Fears renew, 
And both ſo cloſe my Soul 
Hoping mid both ſo heartily, 
That 1 die, *cauſe I cannot dic. 


XIL 
Lord, from this Death deliver me, 


And Life thus bey/d at length beſtow! 


Why ſhould I fill be kept below ? 
Look how I die for love of Thee ! 
And ſince enjoy'd Thou canſt not be 
In this Lifes death, regard my cry, 
That I die, *cauſe I cannot dic. 


x11. 
My dying Life I'll then lament, 


And living Death in Tears bewail; 
For my Sins fake thoſe Foes prevail, 


And 


RIMES,. 
And all my Age in Mourning's ſpent; 
To my releaſe at length conſent, 


Nor let me grieve cternally, 
That I die, *cauſe I cannot die. 


L' Envoy. 


Bleſt Soul! that hither couldſt arrive, 
How do I love yet envy Thee, 
Wiſhing my ſelf this Extaſie, 
And that th' Example Thou dolt give, 
Would make meleſs afraid to live 3 
And to each cloſe of Thine reply ! 
That I die, cauſe I cannot die ! 
SET 20, May, 1668, 


b 


The Fi1iGnr. 


| 


O wonder, Soul, thou fo admir'ſt a Verlſc, 
And countſ thy ſelf in its Poſſeſſion brave 3 
For *tis, what e*xe thou canit deſire to have, 
On this fide Heav'n, but more to make, than to rehearl., 


IL 
*Tis th" end of Preaching, Loves beſt Exerciſe, 
The Quinteſſence of Prayer, Praiſes retin'd 3 


A Change exitatic into th' Heavfnly Mind, 
And on whoſe ſoaring Wings above the WorldI riſe. 


III. 0 


KIMES. 


III. 


©, could I always ſtay where *t firſt ſets me! 
Hbw naked looking down would th* World appear! 
Its Joys how empty, and how vain its Fear; 

Another flight would make me leave Mortality. 


I'V. 


For as the ſealed Dove fo high does towre; 

That i*th* pure Air at laſt it flying dies; 

So ſhould I mount too, and abovethe Skies, 
Rapt toth* Etern aboads unfeel wy dying Hour. 


, V. 
But I muſt live till, and my flight to bound, 
Till truly ſeal'd, there ſomething, Lord, will be ; 


Some Work of Thine be? it, be it but a Tree, 
Even there I nearer Heav'n ſhall reſt,than on the Ground. 


22, Fant; 167%. non, Exſurrexi & adbuc ſum tecum 


RIMES. 


An Hymn and Prayer, 


Ts the Holy JESUS my Logd; 
Parode. 
| L 
Petrarc. N 
Ub. 11+ Jx SU, th* Eternal Sun of Righteouſneſs, 
+ 1298 Unlike our Mortal Suns, which Rife, and Set, 
"  Subliming this, and other World with Light, 
Love bids me of Thy wondrous Power to Treat, 
But how Thy Power, or Wonders to expreſs, 
I know not, till Thou make my Darkneſs bright, 
And with Thy Beams diſpel the ſhades of Night: 
Therefore I beg Thy aid, 
JESU, to whom I have pray'd, 
And Kill pray, that I worthy Thee may write 
Nluftriouſly o're all th* Expanſion ſhine, 


And if I 'm weak to endure + Gr Cr 
A Light fo pure, dart through my Verſe a ray Divine, 


II. 


JE SU, the Wiſdom of the Deity, 
In whom the Miſtic Treaſures are conceal'd, 
Be'yond Reaſons ſearch, of the Eternal Mind, | 
And with whoſe Stripes the AﬀMicted World is heal'd; 
Proof again(t Death, the Vanguiſhts Victory, 
Under whoſe Standart to its God rejoyn'd, 
Love for the Nobleſt Service is delign'd, 
Love that's a Rebel ngw, 
JE Su, & Great that Thou 


RIMES, 


F rom Heav*n Thy ſelf muſt come his Slaves to 'unbind: 
That I ſome Trophies of Thy Power may boatt, 
When Thou doſt Conquering ride, 


Tl Crowns provide, and ſing Thy Triumphs through his 
IL , 


JESUu, the Virgins, and the Martyrs Wrath, +»: ++. 
Who without Spot, or Wrinkle didft adorn 

The faireſt Soul, which in a Body all, 

Of Charms was wondrouſly Conceiv'd, and Born 
Fought'ſt,and waſt fought, relgrd(tthy Iabouring Breath, 
The Loſt to =_ _ the —_— call 

Hopes weary Pris'ners, and Death's Captive thrall 

To Thrones, at Thy Right Hand, _ ; 
JESU, as Thou doſt ſtznd 

At Thy Great Father's, in Heav'ns Judgment Hall; 
Grant me the Grace, and Thou the Grace canſ(t grant, 
That when Thou ſhalt come next, 

Tho now perplext, to attend, Thee then I nothing want. 


I'V. 


JESU, in whom the Godhead does repoſe, 
Infinites Comprehenſion, and the Bound 

Of boundleſs Majeſty, fathomleſs Deep, 

With Thorns firſt pierc'd, and e're with Glory Crown'd, 
Submitted to the Triumphs of Thy Foes, 

A Man of Sorrows, Md inur'd to weep 3 

Subſtantial God, and Man, whe both doſt keep 
Unmixt, and Unconfus'd, 

JE Su, th' Untoucht, and Bruis'd, 

Quickning the Dead, yet who ith* Grave didlt ſleep; 
'Tis Thou haſt broke our Bands, th* Uuſurper hurld 
Headlong into the Pit, 

In whoſe des ſit the great Diſturbers of the World. 


v. JESu, 


96 


RIMES. 
V. 


LE Su, the Way, the Truth, whoſe Life does give 
The? exactelt Mcthod how we may direct 
Our wandring Courſe to Thy Divine Aboad, 
And whence, ſeduc'd to firay, is not to Live 
A Way Thy ſelf, while here Unerring trode, 
And now Exalted doſt with Bleſſings load 5 
A Way, which rough at firſt, 
JESU, appears and Curſt, pil 
t entred once proves worthy Thee and God 5 
Shew me Thy Way, nor take it in ill part, 
Since I am blind and* weak,. | 
If I beſpeak Thee” in that, whoſe Guide and End Tho 
( att, 
V I, 


JE Su, Whoſe Crols the ſureſt Anchor makes, 

Both ſtrong and ſure, entring within the Vail, 

Where Paſlions waves, how tierce and uncontroul'd 

So Cre, rage not, ( and yet they dare afſail 

The holieſt Place, and Heav'n ith' Tempelt ſhakes ) 

Thou ſeeſt how there I have fixt all my hold, þ 

And am ith* midſt of Storms and Floods grown bold; 

Yet ſtill there is a Shelf, 

JE SU, I mean my Self, 

*Gainſt which I am in danger to Ye roll'd. 

I fink, O now thy ſaving Hand forth ſtretch ! 

Now e're my Head with th* Weeds, 2 ; 

Which this Sea breeds, is wrapt, and I'ni — 
Ir ; 


VIL JESU, 


I S- 


Y 


RIMES. 


VII, 

JE $u, how many Tears have I in vain, 

How many Sighs, and Prayers in vain pour'd out, 

Tho by th* expence my Flame alone's encreaſt ! 

My Life from its firſt Stage, trac'd all about, 

unchang'd by change of Habit, *s nought but Pain, 

Anguiſh and Torment, void of Peace and Reſt 3 

Nay even my Soul Heay*n-born, has been oppreſt, 

And humbled to the Grave : 

JESU, make haſt to ſave, | 

Nor tarry, tho of Men I 'have lov'd Thee leaſt! 

Now help, to Morrow may not be fo well, 

For Miſery and Sin, , | we, 

Have me*on the Wing,and where they'll pitch me who 

( can tell? 

VIII, 


JESU, one half of me's already gone, 

So gone, that tho have piec'd upthe Rent, 

Methinks I'm not the perfe&t thing I was, 

Tho happy ſtill in that I am content, | 
And who ſhall be more perfe& when th* World's done, 
And One made Three into* One again ſhall pafs: 
Unhappy Man, unhappy were my caſe, 

Such doubts gave'ſt Thou not kill, 

JE SU, to Reconcile, | 

Thou who ſee*ſt Paſt and Future in one Glaſs! 

Dear Lord, for whom too hard there nothing is, 

Give all my Griefs ſuch end, 

As hay intend Thy Honour tiſt, and then my Bliſs: 


Gg IX, JESU; 


$8 


RIMES:. 


IX, 


JE SU, my Confidence, my Hope, my Fear, 
Able to help in time of Need, and Free, 

O leave me not, when my laſt Hour ſhall come, 
Not for my fake, but His, who Ranſom'd me! 
Mcrit crys, No. But th* Image which I bear 
Pleads Iwtrd, and would fot Ancient Love make room; 
Tho I have been betray'd by Errors doom, 

To a Fairy Wood, and Brook, 

JE Su, my Shepherd, look, 

Find Thy loſt Sheep, and bring the Stragler home! 
Of Streams ſo troubled, may I drink no more, 
Or having found my Way, 

Any more ſiray, or wander as I did beforc! 


Xs 


JE SU, My God, who far off feeſt the Proud, 
And hateſt him, let Thy Blood ſome pity move, 
An Heart all bruis'd, and contrite to regard, 
That does at length bewail its fottiſh love 3 
And which, if once it can get free, has vowd, 
"Twill that and all things elſe for Thee diſcard, 
Twill more than ever eye th* ador'd Reward, 
And purg'd with ſacred Flame, 

JESU, to Thy great Name, . 

No colt of Wit, or Verſe being baſcly ſpar'd, 
Its Life, and Hymns, and Service dedicate, 

To Thee own its chang'd deſires, 

Kils the ſoft Fires, and blame it (elf that *twas fo late. 


XI, JESU, 


RIMES, 
x1. 


JESU, to whom that Name, as the Prize is given, 
Of all Thou did{t and ſufferedſt without micaſure, 
The mighty Dowry, which Thou broughtit Thy Wife, 
Deaths plague, Hells ſpoil, but whoſe exſtatic Pleaſure 
Is for the Marriage Feaſt reſerv'd, -in Heay'n, 
hy Whither I haſte, to be than hope more rife, 
And plentiful (Lo!) the ſhort Day of Life 
Poſts ſwiftly on, and flies 3 
JESU, in my Agonies, - 
Tho now with Death and Hell I am at ftrife, 
Let me experience this Names healthful caſe, 
And after. a long War, | 
With Truces rare, in*it Conquer, and depart in Peace. 


Comnato. 


Thus, tho with different heat of Spirit, and Verſe, 
What Petrarch ſang to another, 

JESU, Thy Virgin Mother, - 

The ſtops in part chang'd, I to Thee rehearſe: 
Ichang'd the ſtops, ( for under Thy Broad Seal, 
Thou giveſt us no Commitſion, 

Her to Petition.) and from her to Thee appeal. 


Altro Comiato. 


And now be pleas'd to accept this humble Praiſe, 
Other, and betrer Fruit, 
JESu, of all my Suit, 
I I dare not beg eve'n Pardon hete is Bays. 

And tor the Prayers,dropt more from my* Heart than Pen, 
Gg 2 Lince 


Out of 
Greeks 


RIMES. 
Since their leaſt part's the Rime, 
And words, which chime, fay, as I to them ſay, AMEN, 


II Terzo. 


When T ſent it to Sir Kingſmil Lucy. 


At London, Song, Thy Ruſſet, and Thy Freeze, 

Will ſcem, I fear, but courſe 3 

Jeſu, they'll cry, or worſe, 

See! the dull lcghm of Solitude and Trees. 

Thus will the Fops treat Thee, thoſe Wits by Rote 3 
Yet one Thou *t know, ere long, 

Who will own Thee, Song, and ſee Thy Beauties through 


( Thy Coat, 


—— 


An HYMN for Veſpers. 
+65 INegoy oe ylors dEvs 


ESU CHRIST, bleſt Light of Light, 
Th' Immortal Fathers chearful ſhine, 
Ray of Glory, all Divine, 
Equally with Him fair, and bright ; 
When we (ce the Day decline, 
Calling the Nuggiſh Evening on, 
We praiſe the Father and the Son, 
And in our Lauds the Spirit joyn, 
« Worthy art Thou, O God, we ſay, 
« Worthy, O Son of God, art Thou, 
« And Thou, of Life the Lord and Giver, 
« Wotthy to be Prais'd for cycr, 


* Great 


RIMES. 


«Great THREE and ONE to Thee we bow, 
* And with th* whole World thus Crown each Day ! 


—— — 
0 ® 


LENT. 


Seſtina al' Italiana Convertimento a Dio. | 
I, 


\ \ ELCOME, great Queen of Faſts, thrice welcome 
With ſolemn Penance,and Devotion crownd, (Lent, 


Sweet Abſtinence, clean thoughts, and chaſte deſires, 

The Wings, whereby th* unpinion'd Soul does flie vi. 
Above this lower Circle, and exchange 

Subſtantial Cares, for Joys unmixt and pure. 


II, 


I well remember, when with thoughts Icfs pure, 
Nor more to Piety a Friend, than Lent, 

Pleas'd I could well have been ne're to exchange 
My courſe of Living, no, tho to be Crown'd 
With Bays Immortah, and Exaltcd riſe, 

In hopes as large, as are my chang'd deſires 


ITT. 


But that time's gone, and with it thofe deſires, 

Which held me down, and in their ſtead a pure 
Ethereal Flame, which upward (till doesriſe 3 

Kind thoughts of what's eſteem'd ſevere in Lent, 

My Soul ( the Victim ) has for the Alter Crownd, 

And cen burnt up, nor would I *againexchange. 

G 8 3 IV. This. 


RIMES. 
IV, 


This was Thy Work, Lord, Thon'*twas didſt exchange 
What was beyond my power to curb, ſtubborn deſires, 
Making them ſubje& to the Head Thou had Crowng ; 
And now I'm Victor, with Robes clean, and pure, 

( Pure to what once I wore ) and this new Lent, 

To attend the Triumph, rich in Spoils does riſe, 


V. 


And as that riſes, ſuch hope I to riſe, 

When. on the Faſts great cloſe I ſhall exchange 

For Egfters Sun, the oouy Pearls of Lent; 
equent Tears, deſires, 

Which only ſuch a Flame can render pure, - 

Fin'd from all Droſs, and worthy to be Crown'd. 


Bathing, like Oar, with 


VI, 


Haſt Thee, bleſt Day, wherein with Glory crownd, 
The Worlds great Saviour from the Grave did riſe; 
And credence gives His Spouſe, that like Him pure, 
She ſhall riſe too, and all her Spots exchange, 

For Glories, larger than her valt deſires, 

And the? Pious Reſverics of an holy Lent. 


Were Lent, and Primitive Inſtitutes thus Crown'd 
With purgd Delires,and Lives,their Fame would riſe, 
And none the Church exchange, to be more Pure. 


Sent to my Excellent Patron, Sir Nicholas 
Stuart, Bgronet, 1673, 


The 


RIMES. 


The Song of the ANGELS, 


At the Fall of Lucifer. 


I. 


ON of the Morning, Firſt-born of the Lieht, 
g The once bright Phoſpher of the Day Divine, 
How art Thou hurld into eternal Night. 
And hid in Flames, whodidti with G!ury ſhine! 
The bold Ufurper of th* Almighty's Crown, 
Proud Luciter, to Hell is thrown, 
And fing'd the Heav'ns, as he from thence fell headlong 
__ (down. 


« Above the Heav*ns, he (aid, IT will aſcend 
© And there above the Stars exalt my Throne, 
« My Conquelts in the North I will extend, 
*And God a parted Rule ſhall have, or none: 
« Above the heights ne*re reacht before I'll flic, 
* And equal made with the Moſt High, 
* Or gain an honourable Fall, or Victory. 


III. 


Scarce ſaid, a pointed Thunderbolt was fent 
From th* Hand Divine, which pierc'd him to the heart. 
In vain he ſought the Vengeance to prevent, 
$ And to Almighty Strength oppos'd his Art. 
But down he ſank, and down the Monſter fell, 
The ſtroke, nor bore, nor could repel, 
And cxi'd once the Heav'ns, the next deſcent was Hell. 


Gg 4 Iv. Hell 


103 


104 RIMES, 


I'V. 


Hell from beneath to meet him rais'd its Head, 
* And now no longer ſhall we empty be, 
&« Since Thou art come, the pale Abyſs ſaid, 
Look ! How we dreſs our Flames to welcome Thee! 
And all with Flames they Circled him around, 
With Flames their Princes Temples bound, 
An Heav'n of Flames they made him,ſftrewd with Flames 
FOE D | ,. i 5: ;: (he Qound, 


V. 


Rejoyce, O Heav'ns, for your Oppreſſor 's ceaſt, 
And tho e're long there ſhall from Earth aſcend, 
An unknown Race, which ſhall diſturb your reſt; 
Rejoyce, and their Triumphant Arms attend, 
For when by thefe you ſhall invaded be, 
With Tears, and Importunity, 
Thus to be Conquer'd is to gain the Victory. 


VI. 


Son of the Morning, Firſt-born of the Light, 
Theonce bright Phoſpher of the Day Divine, 
How art Thou hurld intoeternal Night, 
And hid in Flames, who didſt with Glory ſhine : 
The bold Uſurper of th' Almighty's Crown, 
Proud Lucifer to Hell is thrown, 
And ſing'd the Heav'ns, as he from thence fell bracing 
Tg WY LE. PU Tt, 7-3. 7 Rn 


L' Envoy, 


RIMES. 


L' Envoy. 


SONG, that long ſince wert finiſhed, 
And for another Place deſign'd, 
| Than what Thou here doſt find, 
In a long Work, and long ſince promiſed, 
Say that ( the Piles Foundations laid ) 
Ss The *unwary Builder all his Charge has loſt 
l, For till begun 
| As a Wiſe Man ſhould firſt have done, 
He did not, as was fit, fit down 3 | 
Throughly the Ground had not ſurvey'd 
His Friends,or Strength had tri*d,'or reckned up the coſt. 


(onvertimento 4 Dio. 


- ORD, my Firſt-fruits ſhould have been 
brought to thee, 
Whoſe due I am, and all that's mine, 
By Birth-right Thou a Title haſt to me, 
And by Command thoſe Fruits are Thine 3 
But Thine, or mine, neither have bin 
Offered before to Sin. } 


4 Sin came, and firſt conceal'd my right in Thee, 
j And then uſurpt what ere was mine, : 
But let Redemption clear Thy Right to me, 
. And then both ſhall again be Thine, 
Both Thine and mine, tho they have bin, 
+ , Offered before to Sin, 


RIME s. 


Inſtead of Firſt-fruits, Lord, I bringto Thee, 
Th whole Harveſt, which yet is not mine, 
Thou in return ſhalt give Thy ſelf to me 
And make it fo, becauſe *tis Thine: 
| Both Thine and mine, as if *t had bin, 
Neve'r offered up to Sin. 


Deo on. Max, 
Qui buc uſeue auxiliatus e &- in futurum 


mihi Pr 


T HIS Altar to Thy Name, Great God, I raiſe, 
The Pious Labour of my too late Praiſe: 
With Stones from Thine own ſacred Quarry brought, 
Tho by my Artleſs Hand but rudely wrought. | 

Artleſs and rude, tho its Traces be, 

Methinks I by it clearly ſee, 

My Paſt Supports, and Future care, 

And what of both *is my preſent ſhare, 

The Guidance of the Love Divine, 

Making me call his Pleaſure mine, 

O let it in Thy Preſence ſtand, 

Inviolable from any Hand. 

And when onit thoudeignſtto look, 

Write downthe Votary in Thy Book. 
Who at his Foot, has his Dependance ſer, 
And in th Inſcription thus proclaimes Thee Great 3 
To God, who hitherto has helpt 3 my only Truſt, 
And for the Future will provide, for He is Juſt. 


Ad Pſalmor, I667- 
The 


RIMES. 


The following Compoſitions and Tranſlations 
ae therefore here Printed by the Authors con- 
ſent and allowance ( ſuitable enough to the ge- 
neral Title of R I MES, and he hopes pot un- 
becoming his Habit, tho done the moſt of them 
long befien his Admiſſion into Holy Orders 
becauſe they have (as to ſuch of them art 1 
which he could much rather have wifhed loſt and 
forgotten) by ſome too curious Collector of ſuch 
Tnifles againſt his will and knowledg, been al- 
ready from very falſe Copies very falfly Publiſh- 
&d, and he is not wholly out of danger for the 
reſt, as neither was he till now for a good num- 
ber of thoſe above, whole Copies he doubts are 
| inmany Hands. 
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ODE. 


"HM Ad Paſſagiume inducendun. 
Italian of 

Mr. Fr. I. 

Petrarche 

= —_ (0 aſpettata in ciel Beata, &C. 


——— 


B LEST Soul, in Heaven expected long, 
( And long in Heav*n mayſt Thou expected be, 
Who 'art cloath'd, not loaded with Humanity, 
ike others, but more Reſolute, and Stron 
God beloved, thoſe briny Paths to x 
Which fromour unjoyn'd World,unto his Kingdom lead) 
Look how a Weſtern Gale, 

Do's on Thy Barques ſpred Canvaſs blow, 
Loos'd from the Shore long fince, with hoys'd up Sail, 
A better Poxt than what Thou leav'ſt to know ! 

The Wind is to Thy Service preſt, 

And from this gloomy Vale, where we complain, 
Both of our own, and others Wrongs in vain, 
Of Thy firſt Innocence poſleſt, 
In a ſtrait Line will drive Thee to: Thy Refi, 
And, whether now thou *art bound, to the true Eaſt. 


I L. 
Forſe I devotj, 8c. 


*T was, that or now the fervent Prayers 
Of holy Men, reinforced by their Tears, 
Had on th* Eternal Goodneſs wrought 3 
Or if both Prayers, and Tears were weak, 
And uſeleſs Arms to ftop th' Almighty Juſtice — 
or 
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Nor us'd, it may be, its fixt Courſe to break 3 
Twas that of His meer Love alone, 
Heav*ns Sacred King, again deny'd, 

Again by *His Murdr'ous Enemies dehi'd, 

Ith* place where He in triumph Di'd, 
ſn pity thither did at length look down. 
He lookt, and in the generous Breſt, 
Of holy Charles revenge inſpir'd 3 
Revenge, which was too long deſir'd, 

Revenge, whoſe lingring Ewrope did infeſt, 

But only to be greater was a while deferr'd. 
Thus would He help his Spouſe belov'd, 
And of a War juſt Heav'n approv'd, 

The bare report found Babylon thoughtful, left her moy'd; 


I1L 
Chiunque alberga "tra Garonna, &c:. 


All, who between the Alps and Geroone dwell, 
Twixt Rhodanws, and Rhene, and the ſalt Seca, 
The Chriſtian Armies with their Banners (well ; 
Whole Spain, that Jealous ever us'd to be 
Of others Honour, to the Camp does come, 
Leaving the Pirenes behind, to guard its empty Home. 
Britain, and all the Iſles that lie, 
From th* Orcades extremity, 
To: where the Straits do Afric bound, 
| With all where e're is found 
ut the firſt Traces of the Goſpels ſound, 
Various in Garb, various in Arms and Speech, 
Chati'ty does to th' high Impreſs provoke,or elſe beſeech. 
id worthier her, what could be ever done, 
Ir who has ere ſo juſt a War begun ? 


Not Menelaus for his Wife, nor Minos for his Son. 
Iv. Una 
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I'V. 
Una parte del mondo &, &c. 


Up in the North midſt Winter, and thick Snow, 
Beyond the Suns auſpicious Ray, | 
Where Clouds and Storms mete out the ſhort liv'd Day, 
Is breda Nation, which did never know 
Peace, and her Charms, or if it did, but as a Foe; 
Who ne're were heard, or Wounds to flic, or Pain, 
Or of Deaths Icy Fetters to complain, 
That were their Country to upbraid, and Birth to ſtain. 
Theſe, more devout grown than of old, | 
With German rage, have of the Sword tane hold. 
Turks, Arabs, Saracens, and the ſhame 
They go againſt of Heathen Deities, 
Only to know were to deſpiſe, 
As fit but with their Blood, their bordring Seca anewto 
A People naked, timo'rous, ignorant of War, ( name, 
That ne're ſtrook blow, but from a far, 
And only with their Arrows wound the bloodleſs Air, 


V. 
Dungque horg & 'l tempo, &c. 


Now is the time, from our too patient Neck, 

That ancient Yoke, wherewith we' are gall'd, to break, 
And from our Eyes the Vail to lay aſide, | 
Which both the Ene'mies weakneſs,and our ſtrength does 
And now, my Friend, is an occaſion ſeen, ( hide, 

. Wherein you way thoſe Virtues ſhow, 

Which part from Heav'n you have, and part have gaind 
The Trophies of your Tongue,and Lin (below 
Nor will it longer any Wonder be, x; 
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Tho you of Orpheus, and Amphion read, 
Whoſe Songs tam'd Beaſts, and Stones did lead, 
When of your own a greater Miracle you ſee, 
And Men more Deaf, and Salvager than they, 
Led by your Skill, go where you point the Way. 
When Italy, awak*ned by the ſound 
Of your loud Voice, and all her Sons around, 
Riſe from their ſleep, expecting that bright Day, 
When they'may get him Laurels, who with Thorns was 
Ne're had that Aged Mother yet, ( Crownd, 
An opportunity ſo fair, her Sons a cauſe more great. 


VL 
Tu & hai per arrichir, &c. 


Thou, who to? enrich the Treaſure of thy Brain, 
Haſt many a flying Roll turnd o're, 
Of th* preſent Times, and thoſe that went before, 
And on thoſe Wings to Heav'n aloft doi ſoar, 
Seeing the Fates of Empires all beneath Thee plain 3 
Full well Thou knowſt how in the Roman State, 
From the firſt Day that Mers his Son, 
In Blood laid its Foundation, 
Till great —_—_ thrice entred the triumphal Gate, 
Rome of” Blood was ever tree, 
And for the Wrongs her All:ys bore, 
Without regret that Sacrifice could lee : 
And ſhall ſhe now more ſpariny, be, 
When ſtricter Bands, and ſacred Piety, 
Expe&, and challenge more, 
Her Saviour to revenge, and Sepul'cher to reſtore ? 
What help can Nature yield, or Art, 
Or what faint hopes inforce the Enemies part, 
When from Chriſt's Hand is thrown the tirft & fatal Dart? 


VII. Pon 
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VII: 


Pon mente al temerario, &c. 


Think of Proud Xerxes bold deſign, 

Who to approach and tread our Shore 

Exrope and Aſia, with a Bridg did joyn, 

And Seas an Outrage bore, 

Which Rivers only felt unwillingly before. 

The Perſian Dames, who thought to Greet 

Their Husbands Victories, and their Conqueſts meet, 

At their o're-throw confounded noo 
In Black they Mourn'd, and th* Hellefont triumph d in 
Nor is't this Naval victory alone, ( Blood, 
Which like Succeſs does promiſe you 3 
But the agen Swan Marathon, 

To th' Father fo, as Thermop le was to the Son, 

When brave Leonidas, with oh a tew, 

Maintain'd thoſe Straits, and like a Lion flew, 

Or Eagle on the Ptey, and did more than Subdue. 

With thouſand Hiſtories more, 

Which you*my Friend, have heard and read, and treaſur* 4 
Wherefore the leaſt which you can do, (up in ſtore, 
Devoutly is that God to Praiſe, 

Who for ſuch haypy Times, and hopes has caſt your Days, 


Comiato. 


To Rome long ſince, and Tybers Streams, 
Petrarch this Ode, when his, did recommend 
To London now, and the more honour'd Thames, 
Since thus made mine, I it abroad will ſend, 
(Where more judicious Spi'rits its numbers Will attend,) 


And 
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' And thence whole Chriſtendome invite, "1 
All other Wars being thrown aſide, 
[n vain *twixt Brethren for falſe Glory often tri'd, 
" In anEternal League to? unite, 
And where the true may be 'caſicr gain'd, with Infidels 


1668, ( to hight, 
& A wreaatoyr CHA KR T F $oC , | . v7 - 'TYETE 
ODE: Out of 
Italian a 
Fr, Pe- 


To the Right "Reverend Father in God GEORGE 774% /-1- '1 
Lord Biſhop of Winton, my very good Lord, | 


I, 


Una Dona pine bella, 


| A FAIR, and Vertuous Dame, 
Bright as the Mid-day Sun, but more Divine, 
My tender Age firſt overcame, 

And made me to her patt my Fortunes joyn. ; 
With thoughts uncommon ſhe my Mind inſpir'd, 
Then gave me Words their Image to exprels, 
Whilit the dull World judg'd me to ſloth inclin'd, 
Or piti*d, ( which was worſe ) my Unhappinecſs, Fl 
(For ſuch it counts thoſe gifts, which Heav 'n-born Souls 

Through thouſand ways ſhe was my guide, (polſlels.) 
. And changing ſtill from what- I was, 
Tho her fair Eyes ſhe with a Vail did hide, 
I felt their Influence through my Liver paſs3 
$ that for love of her I *have undergone 

Such Hard(hips, and ſuch Riſques have run, 

That if at laſt I ſhall ive 
H 
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1 At th* happy Port, I hope to live 
| Beyond the power of Death, an Age, which She can give, 


# I L 
17 l | Dneſta mia Donna. 


"Twas many a Year, that thus She led me on, 
Big with Conceit, and Youthful Fire ; 
For trial, as I ſince have known, 
If I'd prove conſtant to my firſt deſire, 
Shewing me now her Mantle, Shade, or Veſt, 
But to my Fancy leaving all zhe reſt; 
With which yet well enough content, 
My Youth I in her Service ſpent 
So pleaſantly, that I can ſcarce the Time repent: 
At length, prevai'd on by my Prayers, 
My Importunity, and Tears, 
Her Glories She was pleas'd to ſhow 3 
But then how little was 't that I before did know ? 
«<*'T was midnight with me ſure, I faid, till now, 
And with the Coht thereroſe a ſtorm of Cares, 
| Amaz'd I at the Viſion ſtood, 
1 Wiſht in my Arms, what yet Ifear'd too goed, 
A Flame was in my Heart, and Ice was in my Blood. 
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| Ma non me'l tolſe la paura. 


In this Surprize the heat I felt within 

Gave me new Courage, and did make me bold ; 
Whillt the chil Fetters, which did hold 

My Captive Powers, to looſen did begin, 

And nearer I approacht to *admire her Beauties yet un- 
I came, and gazing ſtood, when ſhe (ſeen, 

Turn- 


Ve, 
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Turning to mine her Heav'nly Face, 

* Now, Friend, that I am Fair, ſaid, you may ſce, 

« Poſſibly Fairer than you ghelt I was, 

«I'm ſure more Powertul, for what ever now 

« Befits your Years but ask, and I'll beſtow. 
*Tisa long time, Fair One, I aid, 

« That on you only have I placed my love, 

& The Joys of which I here molt truly prove, 

« With Air before, and empty Shadows fed ; 

«But now ſo ſtrangely ſmitte*n, that to require 

« Ought but your Pleafure,were my* own ruine to deſire, 
With a Voice then, and look Divine, 

Which chaſe'd my Fears, and did my Hope rchne, 

In this moſt gracious Speech, ſhe anſwer'd mine, 


IV. 
Rado fu al mondo, &c. 


*In your mad World, and its Impertinence, 
**Tis rare, but when my Worth is heard, 
* The verictt Stock has felt ſome little ſenſe, 
* And my juli Sexvicc for a time preterr'd ; 
*In love to nic, and my rewards would burn 3 
* Only my cr:::1 Eneniy, 
* That ſecks what c're I build to overturn, 
* Quenches the Flames 1 kindlc with mine Eye, 
* And makes all Vertue dic; 
© Promiſing largely, what he nc're can grant, 
* Thoſe Pleaſures,and that eaſe he crys my Subjects want. 
* But Love, my Friend, has ſaid ſo much of you, 
* And all he faid I find fo true, 
* That you hencetorth my Charge ſhall be, 
*Unſought for Honours both to Gain, and Merit too. 
* One of my choiceſt Friends I'll Rile you now, 
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« And as to ſuch, a Fairer Lady ſhow, 
* Than me you *admire, where you more richly may your 


(Love beſtow; 
VV. 


I *voles dir, &c., 


That can nc're be, I was about to ſay, 
* When look ſhe added to that Gallery, 
(*Twas a large Terrace rais'd on High ) 
« And if you can tmy words deny ! 
« Such Beauties are not ſeen by all, nor every Day. 
I lookt, but firait inclin'd my Head, 
With Wonder ſtruck, and facred Dread ; 
I lookt again, and felt within, 
A new, and greater Flame begin: 
Which as ſhe ſaw her Raillicry thus ſhe dreſt, 
*I well enough know where-about you are, 
* And as the Sun, when he doth firſt appear, 
* Makes every Star its twinkling ray devel, 
< Perceive my Eyes now ſeem leſs bright, 
* Since thus obſcur'd by *a greater Light 
* Tho to be hers, you need not me to leave, 
*For to us both one Seed and Birth did being give, 
< She as the Elder firſt, then I did mine receive. 


VI. 


Ruppeſi in tanto, &c. 


A Strain ſo ſweet my Tongue unloos'd, 
And fearing now no more the Shame 
T had conceiv'd, upon my haſty Flame, | 
Leaſt my firſt Love ſhonld deem her ſelf abus'd, 
Thus Ireplid : * It this be true 
(© And who darc doubt it once, fince faid by you ) 
<* Thrice 


V, 
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*Thrice happy Father, and thrice happy Day, 
*In which you two into the World were brought ! 
«* And ſuch from hence ſhall all that time be thought, 
* Which others tell I have fondly thrown away, 
*?Tis now my Trouble more, 
© Than ere it was my ]oy before, 
«That I reacht here ſo late, or did no ſooner ſtray. 
«But if Pm worthy, and *tis fit to ſhow 
« Of your Condition more than what I know, 
«A greater Honour you to none can ever do, 
Looking me then to th very Heart, 
And with her Eye engraving there, 
What e're ſhe ſpake, in a deep Character, 
Fixt and Compos'd ſhe thus reſum'd her part. 


VIL 
$1 come piacque, &c. 


*Know then, *twas our Eternal Fathcr's Will, 
«That we, like Him, ſhould both Immortal bc 
<* But what *s all that to you the while ? 
* Wretches enamour'd of your Slavery, 
* For whom *twere better, that the fault were ours, 
*Of all thediſreſpe&t we tind, than that *tis only yours. 
* Courted and Lov'd we were of Old, 
* But now to ſuch a Paſs reduc d, 
*That ſhe to Heav*n, and Contemplation ug'd, 
* Has taken Flight to reach her ancient hold : 
*I ſtay'd behind a while, but have been fo abus'd, 
* That thither too I I-*ſcape ere long, 
*And only where ſhe gives the ground,inſpire the Song: 
*For of my (elf Pm but her empty ſhade. 
Then turning as about to go, 
*But firſt receive as both our Gift, the (aid, 
*This Wreath, which we for you together made! 
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And with her Hands ſhe bound 
Immortal Bays, my Temples all around, 


Comuato. 


To FERNHAM, Song, I'd have thee go, 
Where thy great Patron at firlt fight will know 
' Both what's thy Scnſe, and Myſtery 3 
Nor ncedsﬆthou Him, as thou muſt others ſhow, 
When they ask who theſe Virgins be, 
That one is ſacred POESY, 
Th other the Heav'nly Maid, THEOLOGY: 
With whom thy Maſter long ſince deep in Love, 
And deſtitute of Friends, 
The fair One in his Suit to move, 
Thee on the Meſſage to his Palace ſends. 
Only remember thou his Leiſure wait, 
And nor intrude too ſoon, nor ſtay too late ! 
It He fays thou art none of mine, 
And fo to Petrarch more incline, 
Tell him our Thoughts were equal, as our Fate 3 
And that t:crelacks one Spirit to Write,and to — 
1669, 


Sonnet of the ſame. 
Ad premotionem in S. S, Ordines. 


Repare thy Chariot, Love, and heavieſt Chain, 
That for my Muſes Siſter, this for me, 
For I at length have got the Victory, 
And loadcd thus mult grace her pompous Train ! 
| m 
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I'm Conqueror, and the Arms, which did obtain 
The mighty Spoil, were Importunity, 
Freedom renounc'd, and ſacred Vows to be 
Her Slave, o're whom I ſhould the Victory gain. 
Myſterious War ! yet ſince thou doſt delight, 
Great Love, thy Sov'raignty to exerciſe 
In ſuch unheard of Contrarieties, 
Lo! how I ſait my entrance to the Fight: 
The Victor is in Chains led Captive Home, 
And ſhe in Triumph Rides, who was o'recome. 


O D E. Our of 
Htaltan of 
Mr. Fr, 
a Petrarch 
The Apology. | Petrarchs 
2.4. 7- 
I, 


Duel antiquo mio, &c. 


* ITTING my old, and crue] Maſter, Love, 
Before that Queen, which holds our part Divine, 
And firſt deſcending from the Seats above, 

Ith' Brain enthron d with Heavenly Light does ſhine, 
I ſhew'd my (elf like Gold, by Flames made tine. 
Loaded I came, with Horrour, Grief, and Fear, 
Thoſe heavy Chains my Jaylor on me laid, 
* As is'a Wretch, who begs his Judg to hear, 
Tho Self-condemn'd, and of pale Deathafraid, 
Ibow'd to th' Bar, and all in Fears thus faid : | 
< In anill Hour, Great Queen, I toucht the Land 


| * Of this falſe Prince, where Rage, and Pride commands, 
Hh 4 «* And. 
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&* And where, even from a Youth, I underwent 

« Such different Torments, that with Pain quite ſpent, 
« My Life ſeem'd more a burden than delight, 

* And Patience was o'recome, tho next to Infinite, 


II. 
Coſi "l mia tempo, &c 


«In Pains, and Anguiſh, ſpending thus my Age, 
* How many Seaſons did I, Fool, deſpiſe, 
« My ſelf in Noble Studies to engage, 
«< Whereby in Wealth I might, and Honour riſe, 
« Deceiv'd of both by cmpty Flatteries ? 
«But where's the Wit that can ſuch Words command, 
« And at its pleaſure fit Expreſſions call, 
«That others may my Miſcries ynderſtand, 
* And how I'm juſt'to implead this Criminal ? 
* How little Hony has Love, and how much Gall ! 
ET taſted both, but both. were temper'd (o, 
* The ſweet above, the bitter lay below 3 
© Seducing to fond Amours by ſurprize, 
* A Soul, if I miſtake not, made to riſe, 
* And up in Heav n Exalted look more fair: 
* Nor did Love only brake my Peace, but rais'd new 
=P , c ' Y . . War, 
III, ® 
Drneſti m' ha fatto, &c. 


« My God, I'm fare, He leſs has made me love 
© Ten thouſand:times leſs than a Creature ought 3 
« Nor could I to my (elf more faithful prove, 
* While for a' Miſtreſs I by him was brought, 
* To ſlight compar'd with her alt other thought. 
© Love was my Counſellor, that Enemy, 


2 


«© Whom 
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*whom here I charge, who *exciting my deſire, 
* Whilſt all in vain I for Repoſe did cry, 
* Permitted me no leiſure to reſpire, 
* But to aſſwage the burning brought more Fire, 
« ( Alas! ) what profits it to have a mind 
«By Heav'ns beſt Gitts, and pureſt Flame retin'd, 
« Since tho. my Hairs, through Age P'm changing ſtil}, 
«Inc're, O, ne're can change my* unruly Will; 
«Become to this fierce One fo much a Slave, 
« By uſe, that it were Death my Liberty to have ! 


I'V. 
Cercar m* ba fatto, &c. 


« Strange Coaſts he? has made me ſeek, and Forraign 
* And thouſand Perils blindly undergo ( Lands: 
« Sometime by Robbers, ſometime rolling Sands, 
© Ready to be devour'd, rude Manners know, 
* And Pilgrim like no Guide my way to ſhow. » 

* Mountains I *have paft,and Vales,rough Storms, and 
* Treading on Snares, too cloſe to be deſcry'd; © (Seas, 
*And in my wandrings, ſtranger than all theſe, 
* Have Winter ſeen on th* Wings of Summer ride, 
* With Dangers only running by my ſide. | 

©* But nor him, nor my other Enemy, 
* Could I by flight eſcape, or ſecreſie 3 
* So that with Death if I unconquer'd ſtrove, 
* The thanks are Heav'ns, and none belong to Love. 
* This tyran Love, who by my Gricf revives, 
*Feeds on my Pain, and by my Torment only lives. 


V. 
Poi che ſuo fi. 


<Not one free Hour, fince his, havelI enjoy'd, 
< Nor hope to 'enjoy 3 even ſleep from the fad Night 
«Is banniſht, and my former reſt defiroy'd; 
<< In vain by Herbs, or Charms, I ſeek my right, 
<* For what by Fraud he *has got, he keeps by Might. 
« Uſurping Tyran! and he knows 'tis true, 
* When I add further, my juſt Charge to ſwell, 
« The Darkneſs only did my Pain renew, 
« Nor wanted I, oft heard, times Paſfing-Bell, 
«* Who by my Groans the weary Hours could tell. 
« What more? Gnawing he in my Breſt does lie, 
« And long ſought Death, does to th' affault dehie 3 
* Hence flow my Tears, and hence my Flames ariſe, 
« Hence my Complaints, and all thoſe dolorous Sighs, 
« With which my ſelf I tire, and others too, 
* Great Queen, who knowlt us both, between us pate 
( do- 
VI. 


HI mio Adverſario, 


I ſpake —— but Love all in a ragereply'd, 
« Now tother part, Great Queen, be pleas'd to hear!. 
* The Truths which this Ingrate has ſought to hide, 
«Ito your Clemency will make appear, 
* And Sentence, till I have ſpoken too, forbear ! 

* Know then this Wxetch, with Mercenary Brcath, 
* Not Words alone, but Lyes had learnt to fell; 
« Till I his Youth reclaim'd, and from that Death, 
« Whither he was haſting, brought him ſound, and well, 
© In pure Delights, ſore *again(t his Will to dwell, of 
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«T was his Guide, by me he firſt arriv'd 
« At th happy Port, whcre he has ſafely liv'd 3 
«* And this he grieves, this he calls Miſery, 
& Andall thui: unſought Favours ſhown by me 3 
« A Fame, which by his Birth he ne're had gain'd, 
«Tjll I whoraisd his Wit, that Honour too obtain'd. 


VII. 
Ei ſa bel grande Atride. 


«He knows that Menelazs, and Achilles too, 
« And Anibal, and a greater than all theſe, 
«The mighty Scipio I did once ſubdue, 
«* And after all their Wars, cnſlav'd in Peace, 
« Giving them Waiting-Maids for Miſtreſſes. 
< But for him Wretch, a Love fo ſacred choc, 
* And of a Million fo beyond compare, 
© That Heav'n alone ſuch ſublim'd Beautics knows, 
*This World has nothing half fo bright, or fair, 
* Not Rome it (elf, tho its Lzcrece were there. 
* Nor was this all, but gave withal a Voice, 
* And of Harmonious Numbers fo great choice, 
* Such $kill eo Sing, that nothing baſe, or low, 
*E're reacht his Thoughts, except his Malice now, 
* Theſe my Deceits were, theſe my Flatteries, 
© For which I'm charg'd, which othegwould as Honours 
( prize. 


VIIL 
Fneſto fu il fel, &c. 


* This was the Gall, theſe the Diſdains and Ire, 
( * Favours too great to be ſo ſoon forgot ) 
* By which I kindled the moli facrcd tire; 
** But 
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« But ſce the Blaze my Labour anſwers not, 

« Who fora thankleſs Man thus long have wrought. 
«Tf under me he has the Skill attain'd, 

« To Raviſh all, who do his Numbers hear, 

« Tf - with the Good, he ſuch Reſpect has gain'd, 

<« And with the Great, that to' him they Deference bear, 

« How high ſo e're he Soar'd, I fixt him there, 
«Till now perchance ſome ſervile Wretch he had been, 

« A Brawler at ſome Bar, without eſteem 3 

«But I firſt rais'd him, made him firſt be known, 

« Nor were thoſe Arts he Riots in, his own, 

« But in my School he firſt procur'd the Grace, 

« And then from her,who next me his great Miſtris was, 


Ix, 
E per dir al extremo, Kc. 
«Yet laſt of all, hear his grand Slavery, 


* And you will think he* has reaſon to complain: 
*From thouſand Chains of Vice I ſet him free, 
* By Her, whoſe Favour he could never gain 
* By any Act, which had the ſmalleſt ſtain, 
* Temp'rate, and Modeſt in deſign and deed, 
© Since a Liege Man of hers, he ſtill has been 
* Who with great thoughts his abje& Soul did feed, 
* And of her ſelf ith* Cure threw ſo much in, 
© That tobe her like he did ſtrait begin. 
* What e*rc he boaſts then, worthy Praiſe or Fame, 
©* From us the Spoilers of his Fortune came 3 
© But ne*re was Dream fo wild, or humorous, 
* Toit ſelf fo ſtrange, as he has been tous; 
*For tho by us he's known to God, and Man, 
* The Happineſs he or repents, 'or does diſdain. 


X. Anchor 
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X. 
Anchor &- queſto & qual, &c. 


«* There's one thing more, which all the reſt out-does, 
«I gave him Plumes to mount above the Skies, 
*By Mortal things, which, to the Man who knows 
*The Learning, like a Towring Pyramis, 
*To the firſt Maker by degrees ariſe ; 
«For ſeeing, well how great, and wondrous fair, 
& Vertue in her, whom he ador'd did ſhine, | 
*From thence he might to* himſelf preſent the Air, 
*By Heav'*nly Viſion, of the Cauſe Divine, 
* As himſelf ſings, and proves this Charge of mine. 
* But I'm forgot now, and with me that Dame 
©I gave him, to ſupport his Lite, and Fame. 
Whereat I ſhrickt, and an{wer'd, tho in pain : 
* Well might he give, who took her ſoon again. 
*Not I, but God, from whom She firſt did come, 
*He ſmartly turn'd, with him would have her live at 
1967. (Home, 


XL 
Al fin ambo, &c. 


——- Then preſſing both to th* Bar, 
I trembling, clamorous he, and over rude, 
Both of us did in one Requelt conclude: 
*Great Queen, we wait what Sentence you will give. 
On both ſhe ſmil'd, bat did us both deceive 3 
© Pleas'd with your Pleadings are we, ſhe reply'd, 
© But it requires more time your Difference to decide. 
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BALLAD: 
- aw/.. | Prophane Love. 


L OVE is a Net, and Love's a Snare, 
A Thief diſgnis'd is Love 3 
Poyſon below, Honey above, 
A Serpent under Flowers moſi fair, 
Fatal as Death, whoſe bitings are: 
A Whirl-pool founded ne're to be, 
And a foul Sea from Tempeſts never free. 


Love isa Lion robb'd of his Prey, 
A Wolt with Famin pin'd 3 
Love is a Fortreſs undermin'd, 
A Fire, whoſe flames no Floods allay 3 
Flattery, which does our Life betray 3 
A Labrinth pleaſant to the Eye, 
But without Clew to guide the Wand'rer by. 


Loveis a F »ck of Ambuſhments, 
A weeping, Crocodile 
A Syrene us'd to Sing, and Spoil, 
And all the Lovers talſc Contents, 
Are Frauds which he too late reſents ; 
Love's an incurable Diicaſc, 
And War eternal mid vain boaſts of Peace. 


Dirupifti, Domine, vincula mea, 


Tibi boſtiam laudis Sacrificabo ! 
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SONNET. 
Lowes Exaltation. 


PNLARGE Thy gh, Love, ſaid I, and onhigh 
Raiſe my dull Soul, thoſe Beauties to admire, 
Which in the Heav*nly Treaſuries do lie, 
And Mortal Breſts with holy Flame inſpire ! 
Shew me the Spring of that Celeſtial Fire, 
Deſign'd our Earthy Droſs to puritie, 
But after which in vain below we? enquire, 
Who fit down ith* warm Sun of a fair Eye ! 
So up herais'd me, but no Tongue can tell, 
What I in Rapturous Viſion did behold: 
My Love I found was Pure, and made me bold: 
This only I remember very well, 
So high we ſoar'd, till on an Arch above, 
I Gw jaſcrib'd, SACRED TO HEAVENLY 
(LOVE 
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ODE. 
—__ The Thoughts: 


Italian of 
Fr. Pe- : I 
trachs, l. Is s 
Canz, 21- 


P vo penſando, &c. 


F u LL of ſtrange Thoughts, and penſive as I go, 
A tenderneſs, which to my ſelf I owe, , 

So ſtrongly does my Mind afſail, | 

And fo inſenlibly prevail, 

That all in Tears I flow, 

But for my own misfortune now, 
And not anothers Cruelty, as I was _ to do. 
For ſeeing every Day my end draw n 
A thouſand times of God I've begg' Ft thoſe Wings, 
With which from this lewd World, and Mortal things, 

Th unpinion'd Soul to Heav'n "does fliez 
And beg till, but he does the Grace deny. 

And thol Sigh, and Grieve, and Pray, 

That Happineſs does countermand 3 
But reaſon *tis, that he, who will not upright ſand, 
When *tis in his own Power, or wiltully muſt ſtray, 
Low as the Earth ſhould lie, and never tind his way. 
I ſee, *tis true, th* Eternal Arms extended wide, 

But my own Fear, and others Fate, 

Who have deterr'd till *twas too late, 
Make me tremble at my preſent ſtate, 
Ls Another Tyran too belide, 
Whom oft to throw, in vain I oft have try'd, 
Furiouſly ſpurs me on. ( Ah! ) Whither will he ride? 

"wn 
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II, 
L'un penſier parla, &c. 


But (Lo! } what thoughts my mind aſlault. 
And how to it thus One roundly ſays ; 
* Why, fooliſh Thing, why theſe delays ? 
« What lookt-for Succour cauſes ſuch an Alt ? 
*Sceſt thou not how the winged Minutes paſs, 
* And add more Years to thy Diſgrace, 
*And yet thy help as far to ſeck, as ere it was? 
«Take, rather take thy laſt Farewel, 
* And do it quickly 3 every Root deſtroy | 
«Of fruitleſs Pleaſure, which could(t thou enjoy 
« In its Perfection, for it thou mult (el! 
«Thy Soul, and Liberty, and in an hurry dwell, 
« But fince thou ne're can(t that expe, 
* And in the toilſome queſt art tir'd, 
* Ot whatsſo much admired, : 
«*Yct which the glozing World, when it does thee neg- 
* May to an He as ill deſerving give, ( lect, 
* Why as fixt here doſt thou live, 
*And midſt rude Wars, and giddy Vanity, 
* Hope for Peace and Conltancy ? 
*& Now while thou maylit dare to be Wiſe! 
<* In thine own hand keep faſt the Rein! 
* And ſince thou muſt begin again, 
* Stop, and turn back, the Road behind thee lies. 
* Tis hazardous thou knowlt too long to ſtay, 
* And till to Morrow leave, what's better done to Day. 
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III. 
Gia ſai tu ben, &c. 


« Long ſince Thou haſt been taught, nor art thou now 
* To learn, what Happineſs, and Content, 
«From the faire(t Eyes are ſent 
* To'n Heart, that docs the Charms of Beauty know, 
© But what think'ſt Thou both had been, 
*- What Thy Content, and Happincſs, 
« The greater Gloty, and the leſs, 
Tf thoſe fair Eycs had ne're been ſeen, 
« And in their ſtead another Flame had entred in ? 
« Thou well remembreſt, (and *tis well thou doſt ) 
* How their Image ſeiz'd thee firſt, 
* And thy Heart like opening picrc'd, 
« Where it was ſo much Lord of all the Coalt, 
« So fatally did overcome, 
© That none for other Loves it Icft, ſcarce for it {elf had 
* With that thou thirſt wert ſet on hire, (room, 
* And if its wild fallacious heat, 
* Has held thee many Years with vain deſire, 
* And expectation of what ne're was yet, 
* Nor cr'e may come, ( that joyful Day 
* Which ſhould thy Miſe'rics end, and largely for thy 
(© For none ſo filily themſelves undo (waiting pay,) 
* As Lovers, and fo thanklefly if Poets too ) 
* Why doſt thou not to a better hope thy Soul advance, 
* And Heav'ns Immortal Glorics view ? 
* For it one Smile, one pleaſing Glance, 
* A Song dcar purchas'd, one kind word or two, 
* The priceof Love can here enhance, 
* What will thoſe Heavenly Beauties do 3 
* And how great mult the Pleaſure be above, 
* Where they do cver Sing, and where they cver Lo 
IV. Da 
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I'V. 
Ds P altra parte, 


On tother ſide, a different thought, 
With a ſharp, but pleaſing pain, 
Of Hope and Fear together wrought, 
Makes me love it, but complain. 
For while with Hope it tceds my Heart, 
And profers Fame to crown deſert, 
The Fear I can deſpiſe, and dare the cruel (mart. 
Inſenſible it almoli renders me, 
Of all.but its dear elf inſcnlible, 
The effes of Study TI ne're feel 
How hot or cold, how palc fo c're I be 
Nor will one Death to kill 't ſuffice, 
One Death to cnd its Tyrannies, 
Since throughly Nlain, it does with greater vigor only riſc. 
When but a Child, as a Child with me ir plaid, 
Jult like my felt, and as I grew encrealt 3 
Nor will *t I tear permit me any reſt, 
Till in one Tomb we be together laid. 
Dead with my Body, there *twill lic, 
Nor any furthcr with me go 3 
And then what fignifics this Fame, if I 
Its beſt Report can never know ? 
Since thcre mult once a parting be, 
And away the Shade will flee 
For the true ſubſtance P11 leave it, e'rc that leave me. 


V. 
Ma queP altro woler, 


But ( Oh!) that Paſſion like my Soul, 

Which in each part is all, and all ith* whole, 
And as a great, and ſpteading Root, 

To' it (elf the moiſture draws, and ftarves the Ground a- 
How does it Vex, and Torture me, (bour, 
When I my Pride, and Folly ſee, 

My Ignorance, and Vanity, 

Of others writing (till, ſo mindleſs of my (elf to be! 
Thoſe Eyes I mean, whoſe heavy Chain, 

My captive Will does fo reſtrain, 

That Art and Force to break it I employ in vain, 
What then, tho my ſpread Sails are h1Pd, 

And that prepar'd I for the Voyage am, 

If yet my Barque midſt Rocks is held, 
By two ſuch Cables, Love, and Fame ? 

But Thou, my God, who trom thoſe other Bands, 
With which the ſottiſh World *s held faſt, 

Long fince my freedom Ranſom'd haſt; 
Why hear not theſe Thy great Commands, 

And looſe the Pris'ner, who with ſhame confounded 

Abaſht I ſtand, and like a Man at Night, ( ſtands? 

Afaulted in his Dreams, with Deaths grim ſight, 

Fain would reſi(t,but want both words to ſpeak,and Arms 

(to hght, 
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Duel ch i” fo veggio, &c. 
T well enough know what I ought todo, 


Nor does the Ignorance of what is true, 
At all deceive me but this Love, 
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with which ſo miſc'rably Tam oppreſt, 
Tho all his, and my 'own Follies I reprove, 
Too much, and much too long of me poſleſt, 
Permits me not one ſtep to moye, 
And the true Honours ſhiny Path intend above. 
Yet now and then there does begin, 
Something, I know not what, to (trive within 
A cruel and ſevere Difdain, 
Thus for ever to remain, 
And where of all it may be read again, 
This ſecret thought writes in my Forchead plain. 
* What can more unmorthy be, 
« The Man, who does to th' faireft Prize aſpire, 
&« Than towards Mortal things to be on fire, 
« With the ſame Flame that only fits the Deity ? 
Nor does it thus alone, but crys aloud 
To my Reaſon, drawn atide, 
And behind my Senſes hid 
Reaſon obeys, and ſtrait condemns what it allowd. 
But as I'm thinking back to go, 
Cuſtome does, or make me ſtay, 
Or leads me to ſome other way 
I gaze, and that does ſhow 
The brighteli Eyes, e're ſhon below, 
But born alaſs for my incurable Diſeaſe, 
For too much me, too much their cruel ſelves they pleaſe 


VII. 
Ne ſo che patio mi, &c. 


How long, or ſhort the ſpace may be, 
Which when into this World I firſt came down, 
By Heav'ns Arreſt was granted me, 
To undergo Wars miſery, 
And all thoſe pains, which from my ſclf have grown, 
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I know as little, asI do the Time, 
When this wretched Lite ſhall end; 
For both are Myitcrics too ſublime, 
And Mortal knowledg far tranſcend, 
But this I know, and daily tind, 
That all without, and all within 
My Body 's chang'd, and fo 's my Mind. 
Gray Hairs appear, nor is th' End far behind 
When to approach theſe Harbingers begin. 
Like a Man therefore, who much Ground and Day has 
But wiſer made at length by his colt. ( loſt 
I'm thinking oft to take the Right Hand way, 
Where I ſec my Journey lay, 
And which when tuttT left, I firſt began to ſtray: 
But Griet and Shame to have truanted fo long, 
Hold my one halt, Pleaſure does other ſeize, 
Pleaſure through Cuttome grown fo ſtrong, 
That it with Death darc ſtand on terms for War or Peace, 


Comiato. 


SONG, thou ſceſt me as I am, 
And me more than thou Petrarch ſawlt of old, 
With an Heart than Ice more cold, 
Nc'reto be thaw'd I tear by any Flame, 
But that which io *its embrace the Univerſe ſhall hold. 
Yet (Lo!) Iam refolv'd again, 
Once more the great Experiment to try, 
Tho ne're liv'd Man in ſo much pain, 
With Death, or in his Heart, or Eyc. 
But this my Trouble docs renew, 
That what I would, I cannot do, 
And what Ihate and would not, that I vigorouſly 
1668, (purſue, 
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SONNET. 
; Oat of 
Convertimento « Dio. yy of 
WW. * 
X Petr rc. 
Þ ſon ſſtanco ſotto 'l, &c. G——_ 


IR D, and almoſt or ecome with th* heavy weight, 

Of my old Sins, by Cuſtome grown fo ttrong, 
I'm fearful, left Lites way being rough and long, 
I from it turn, by my own, or Foes dcceit. 

[ have a Friend tis true, that from Heav'ns height, 
Came down to free me, and redreſs my Wrong, 
Of love he came, but quickly 'amidit the throng 
T loſt him, whoſe return in vain I wait 

upwards he flew, and flying thus did cry, 
* Burd*ned and weary Souls, behold your Way 
* Hither, come hither to me, and tind Reſt! 

What Grace, what Love, my Lord, what Deſtiny, 
Will give me a Doves wings, on which I may 
Mount from this Earth, and be of Heav'n poſſeſt? 


mm ———_—————_— 


SONNET, 


To the {ame Purpoſe. Onur cf the 
ſame Perr., 
SounCet 76. 


Poi cke wei & io pin wolte, 8c. 


Vince you and I, my Friend, fo oft have prov'd, 
How falſe our Hopes, and full of Vanity, 
To that belt Good at length thy Heart apply, 
Which ſtill the more 'tis known,the more *tis lov d! 
Ii 4 The 
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The preſent Life 's a Ficld, till thus improv'd, 
In which midit Flowers an hidden Snake does lic, 
And tho its Verdurec pleaſe the wanton Eye, 
Death from th' unwary Foot 's not far remoy'd. 

Would you then have a Mind at laſt ſecure, 

' And endle(s Joys, in which thou mayſ perſever, 
Follow the Few, to them thy Steps inure, 

And all thou canſt to leave the moſt endeavour ! 
Brother, you teach well, but yourſelf firſt ſure, 
Who oft have ſtray'd, yet more of late than ever, 


| —_—_— 
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SONNET. 


To the now Mr'. M. W. under the feigned Name 
of Tirma, with the Parable of the Pilgrim. 


A TEDIOUS Age, Ilike this Pilgrim ſpent, 


In ſearch of' that fair Place, where Heav'n deſign'd, 
I ſhould an end of all my Travels find 
But ſtill I ſtray'd the more, the more 1 went, 
I firay'd till Clelia in a Viſion ſent 
+ Nluftrious Rays, diffus'd o're all my Mind, 
And made me ſee the Way lay far behind, 
Whoſe entrance wasmy Wandrings to Repent, 
She told me what Companions I ſhould take, 
How Reſolution and Humility, 
And Faith and Charity I fhould provide, 
If I a proſperous Journcy hope'd to inake. 
But where dear Clelia do theſe Graces lic? 
Iirma has them all, make her your Guide. 
1666, 
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SONNET. 
To the Reverend My. ].G. 


O GOD, it is, my Friend, and you I owe, 
What I have been the twenty Years that laſt, 
In various Changes o're my Head have paſt, 
And forty more, if Heav'n ſhall on me throw 3 
How good fo ere I by that time may grow, 
(For Great I wiſh not, and who makes leſs haſte ? ) 
To your account ſhall be at th* Audit plac'd, 
Who Virtues Path by few trod, mad*ſt me know, 
And timely didſt my wandring Youth reclaim, 
By Grave Advice, tho not ſo reckoned then, 
3 ( The more my Folly ) how Cre it has been ſince 
But when the Spirit Divine to blow begins, 
* What Boys we ſcorn'd, we follow cloſe grown Men, 
And the kind Warner have in greateſt Fame. 


T ——— 


SONNET. 


On the Picture of our LORD, repreſented The Hine 
on the Croſs as Dead. out of the 


ttalian of 
Marmo. 


Pictoſo quanto accorto, &c. 


d OMETHING there was, Great Maſter, more than 

That Thou the Pencils Wonders to expreſs, (chance 

| And therein Thy more wonderous Hands addreſs, 
Took(ſt my Dead Lord, the Colours to advance. 


Pity 


Out of 
1: al tan. 
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Pity directed Thee that Choice to make, 
And ( having in Thy Pious Breſt delign'd, 
To ſhew how rude the Fews, Thy Selt how kind } 
His Pale and Liteleſs Form reſolve to take, 
*'T was nobly done 3 for hadſt Thou made him breathe, 
Ever in Torment he had ſeem'd to live, 
And from Thy Hands a greater Wound receive, 
Than all their Cruelty contriv'd in his Death, 
For ſuch Thy Picture is, now he enclines his Head, 


That he would Groan, and Speak, but that he's Dead, 


— = 


— 


St. Paul done by Titian. 
A Madrigal. 


D EAD to the World, and far from Heav'n remoy'd, 
Long'd for by him ſo much, and ſo much lov'd 
The bleſſed Pawl, while here, 
Did. really as Dead appear, 
But in Thy Colours, Titian, looks ſo warm and clear : 
So Mortih'd, and yet fo full of Life, 
That the moſt curious need not be at ſtrife, 
But contidently ſwear, 
If they could both together ſee, 
The true with this delign'd by Thee : 
( Such breathing Strokes do from Thy Pencil fall ) 


Live Paul *s the Draught, Thy Draught the living Paw. 


1668, 


S O'N- 


RIMES. 139 


SONNET. 
The Vanity of thinking to get Fame by Riming, 


IV war doſt Thou, Man,what think Thou,to what 
Of old Bards emulous, and their ancient Praiſe, (end 
hRiming ſpend{i Thou all Thy Strength and Days, 
Nor ever what's of more concern intend ? 
fame which Thou courteſt never did commend 

Of true Deſert, or if ſhe does, delays 

Till *it be too late 3 no Monument does raiſe 

But to along fince dead, or dying Friend. 
4nd Thou, it Thou delir'ſt that Friend to be, 

What art the better for it in the Grave, 

Thither Thy Fame will never follow Thee, 
I Nor with the Dead ſhalt Thou more Honour have 
For Verſe, than if Thou Verſe hadſt never known, 
The Living will not, Dead can give Thee none. 


SONNET. 
To give ore Riming, and fall to Buſineſs. 


As I one Daydid of my Fate complain, 
| And to Loves Charge the great Occahon laid, 
Recounting all the Ways I had afſay'd 
A Name, or Fortune in the World to gain, 
And ſtill to? obtain it ſirive, but all in vain. 


Ah! fottiſh Wretch, with Rage and Scorn, he ſaid, 
Me 
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Me with Thy Artleſs Follies to upbraid, 

When Thou alone art cauſe of all Thy Pain. 
Go, and to Buſineſs, Man Thy ſelf preſent, 

Buſineſs, the nobleſt Miſtreſs tho it be late, 

Who many Servants has, and more will take, 
Riming and Modeſty ne're got Eſtate, 

Or Name, or Fortune, *tis the Confident 

And Buſie carry* all, —— LoveI did miſtake. 


ODE. 


To the Right Reverend Father in God JOHN, 
late Lord Biſhop of Cheſter, upor: 


his Promotion thither. 


E 


AIR Seminary of the Flouriſhing Arts, 
Great Wadhams bounteous Legacy, 
The laſt reſult of Heav*n-born Charity, 
Who mounting thither from theſe Frozen parts, 
Deſign'd Thee with an high intent, 
To be both Hers, and Thy own Pious Founders Monu- 
Thee, WADHAM, tilt of all I ſing, (ment, 
Where in (oft Verſe I learnt the early Skill, 
( Ah! that one fo well Diſciplin'd ſhould rchearſe 6 ill, 
And have for all Thy care no better Strains to bring! ) 
Thee, ſacred Colledg, who doſt riſe, 
Like a new Sion, to the North 
Of th' Muſes City, with Thy Wings ſtretcht forth, 
And in their Kingdom haſt her Royalties, 
(OXFORD, the brighteſt City* and Kingdom, which the 
Small as thou art,but wondrous brave, (Muſes have ) 
Bot 
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Both Peaccfully there to Command, vo 
ind ſend abroad Thy * Fathers through our Land, —_ R.R 
Thee, I, tho far unworthy, Greet, D--SETH 
indat Thy Gates, as does a Son beht, Ward, B1- 
o lead him to his Stall with Songs, Thy late great {*92 of Sa 
( Guardian meet. wy 4 " cj 


; ; TER 
ndford, Warden of Wadham, Bſhop cf Worceſter, Dy. J O H N Wilkins, 
Laden alſo of Wadham, Biſhop of Cheiter. 


IL 


ith Thee, my Song, in Thee this happy Man, 
hilſt only Thine, a bold Attempt began, 
hoſe Fame Poſterity ſhall ne're let die, 
but thence it (elf inſtructed how to live, 
ue Honours to the hirlt Diſcoverer give, 
ind Conſccrate his Name to Valt Eternity. 
A bold Attempt it was, worthy this Age, 
ind Him, whom Heaven did with the thought Inſpire, 
[Yet which this Age can ne're enough Admire, 
How full ſo &re of Art, and Learned Rage, ) 
k Natures ſearch alone, and bravely to engage. 
At Home he ſought, but there 
Only ſome Traces of* his Footſteps were. 
for tho with Him ſhe long Inhabited, 
And lay in his Retreats fecure, 
ken bat of few, once urg'd, could not endure 
\ public Scrutiny, and at the News away ſhe fled. 
tle follow*d cloſe, and lodg'd her in the Town 3 
LONDON, that was fo big, and populous grown, 
he hop'd, or there to hide, or therc to paſs unknown, 
And midſt the Multitude, 


The Noife, the Hurry, and the Crowd, 
bs ſafely breath, as in a Solitude, 


NI. But 
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But all in vain, He quickly found Her our, 
And having Summond to his Aid, 
The Wiſe, the Learned, and the Stour, 

( All noted Champions, and in Wars affaid ) 

What was before a ſearch to Arms Decition brought. 
Levies on both Hands liſted were, 

And Nature, then Attaqu't, began to fear ; 

But like a Conqueror, and ne're known to yield, 
To be Obey'd, and not Compell'd, 

Led up her Selt her Troops into the Field, 

A mighty Hoſt they made, Encamped wide, 

And with their Wings toucht Heav'n on either ſide, 

'Gainſt whicha little Party, reinforc'd 

Py Reaſon, and Experience, 

Approved Arms, for Battery, and Defence, 

Both often Try'd, and not alone Diſcours'd, 

Came boldly torth, and did Detrance bid 3 

Put in the others ſhouts were drownd, and in the others 

( Numbers hid 
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And now both Sides had joyn'd the Fight, 
One to maintain, t'other their Conqueſts toextend 3 
When, ( look! ) betweenthe Camps, a no light, 
The Britiſh Gardian-Angel cloath'd in Light, 

Did on an Azure Cloud deſcend, 
And to the baleful Quarrel with his Preſence put an end. 
He came, but not ith* Shape he takes above, 
For that *s a Form too ſubtile, and too great, 
With its exccfſive Luſtre Mortal Eyes did threat, 
And in his Fellow Spirits dreadtul Wonder move, 
But like the Warricrs to whom he was ſent, 
And luiting th' Embaſſy, on which he went, 
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The Faith's DEFENDER, Heav'ns beſt Charge did re- 
la Rings of Poliſht Jet, fo ſhon his Hair, ( preſent, 
A Colour that in Heav'n is rare, 
But yet in Heav'n admir'd,for ſuch the Almighty Son does 
Over his glittering Arm was thrown, (wear. 
A Military Crim'fom Veſt ; 
Cloſe by its Breſt his Sword hung down, 
And did in his Embroidered Scabard reſt. 
His Left Hand held a Silver Shield, 
Charg'd with three Leopards, in a Canton of the Ficld. 
Two ſhiny Talbots in his Right he led, 
Such as are in the Heav*nly Forreſts bred, 
And o're his Godlike Head, 
An Eagle her extended Wings auſpiciouſly did ſpread. 


V. 


* Give ore, He ſaid, give o're your Rage, 
*A better Fortune both your Arms attends 
*Nor let it be reported, ith? next Age, 

* That furious Zeal, and unknown Ends, 

*In Civil Wars deſtroy'd the beſt and deareſt Friends! 
*For ſuch you are, and by the High Decree, 
*Shall with united force thoſe Trophies railſc, 
* Over Mankinds common Enemy, 
*Proud Ignorance, and blind Credrlity, 

* As ſhall gain both deſerved Praiſe, (mortal Bays. 
*And fetch from Worlds as yet unknown tor both Im- 
*You NATURE, and *tis Gods Command, not mine, 

* To theſe ſhall all your Store ſubmit 3 

* Whoſe Induſtry, with Skill thall joyn, 

* To ſearch, Improve, and Husband it. 

*Together Reconcil'd you ſhall abide, 

*My CHARLES ſhall of his Goodneſs fo provide, 
* Who will your FOUNDER, and your PATRON be, 
*Call you the ROYAL, and his own SOCIETY: 
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* And of his ſpecial Grace to th* new Ere&ed Company 
* With you his rich Hereditary Coat divide, 
C* As on this Shield : ) If any Doubt ariſe 

* In your Inqueſts, Lo! Heav'ns and thy Supplies, 

* Theſe TALBOTS ſcent, that EAGLES Wings, and 


E 
VI Gy 


But whither Muſe, Ah! whither wilt thou rove ? 

Already thou halt ſttay'd enough, 

And in thy wild unruly Flight, 

Forgot thy Reverend Prelate quite, 
And loſt of thy firſt Theam the ſight. 
He's gone, but if thou haſte doſt make, 

And haſte thou oughtti, for my ſake, and thine own, 
And in his Learned Train make one, 

His Learned Train, thou quickly mayſt o'retake : 

And ere he Cheſter reach, ſo ſlow, 
So heavily his Wheels do go, 
( Yet not from His, but Friends delay, 

Who wiſhhim there, but yet with them would have him 
Be ready with the Ancient Dee, (ſtay) 
(Dee in praiſe will joyn with Thee ) 

His Entrance to attend, and Inſtallation ſee. 


VII 


Hail! Sacred Stream, Prophetic Flood, 
Who couldſt of Old the Fates of Nations tell 3 
The Fates of Nations now Thou skill' as well, 
As when Thy Channel leaving Thou didſt bode 
Their Miſery, *or their Happinel(s c're either fell. 

For this *twas that thou gotſt the Name 

Of Dee the Holy, and Divine, 
And amongſt Rivers of the loudeſt Fame, 


As rich ih Wonders, and illuſtriouſly doſt Shine. « 
0 
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To whom all elſe Renown'd, 
And with Genial Honours Crown'd, 
Or for their pleaſant Banks, or Waters pride; 
ind little Myſteries, which they're ſaid to hid, 
All but the Starry Thames, above 
Fridan falfly call'd, their Places yield : 
And in the Oceans boundleſs Field, 
where every Night they meet, in a long Row bchind thee 
Worthy thou art, thrice worthy of my Song; (move. 
And worthy Thee, in all Thy Glory, 
The Man we both admire, of both expected long, 
My Numbers to advance, and to revive Thy Story. 


VIII. 


Till He was Thine, ſomething there was did want, 
To render Thee compleat : 
The Colony Rome on thy Banks did Plant, 
Made Thee not half fo great, 

Nor is it ſelf fo famous for Agricola's, as his Scat, 

His happy River, whole vaſt Spring 
Of Real Goodneſs, and of Learned Arts the beſt, 
& new increaſe ſhall to Thy Waters bring 3 

Joyning with which they ne're ſhall reſt, (begin. 
Till they thoſe Triumphs end,which EDGAR on thee did 
*Wellxow'd my Braves, the Britiſh Monarch cry'd, 
Asat the Helm Victoriouſly He ſtood, 
His Tributary Kings on either fide, 
(Eight Tributary Kings at th' Oar then ply'd ) 

Tugging to watt him down the Flood, 
Tuber did never Day fo glorious ſce, . 

Nor could Argruſtus, in ſuch State, 
after his Alexandrian Victory, 

Enter Romes Triumpha! Gate 3 

He the Efhgies had to ſhow . . 
But of one Queen, and her tane, when Dcad too. 
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E DG A R Throned Kings had Eight, 
All in their Robes, on him to wair, 
Andall with Crowns upon their Heads his Barge to row, 


L' Envoy. 


At Cheſter, Song, Thou wilt behold 
The Wonders, which Thou here ha&told ; 
But let not all Thy Time be ſpent, 
In a ſearch too inquiſitive 3 

Find out the Rev'*rend Father there, to whom thou'rt ſent 
And humbly at his Knees receive 

That Bleſſing, which return'd thou mayſt thy Maſter give! 
So ſhalt Thou into Credit grow, 

And have from him that Honour, Verſe on others muſt be. 

( ſftow 


—_— 


To the Honourable Sir JOHN DENHA Myon 
bis New Verſjon of the Pſalms. 


L 


g pn but of late, that in our Northern Clime, 
Verſe, which had many Ages been a Slave, 
Regain'd its freedom, and tho bound to Rime, 
The Tyrans, which had humbled it, did Brave. 


II, 


Fetter'd before in groſs Impertinence, 
And by firange Montters forc'd, it Pris'ner lay 3 gl 
Whole 


' 
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Whoſe Strength was. big [woln Words,and empty ſenſe, 


And all the Cheats, which Ignorance betray. 
IIL 


To make Vile Anagrams, was its beſt Art, 
And lewdly then to deſcant on the Text 
Whoſe Gloſs was evermore the dulleſt part, 
And all the Wit to ſeem, and be perplext, 
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Then motly Metaphors at Icngth ſtole in, 
And that the Poet might his Treaſures boaſt 3 
Rubics and Pcarls were in each couplet ſeen. 
And a poor Sonnct would an Empire coft, 


V., 


But till the Sun toth* hardeſt Task was preſt, 
And wearicd with his Journey all Day long, 
I'th' Sea at Night enjoy'd but contus'd reli, 

For leſs the Worid could want him thana Song, 


VI. 


Theſe were the Vices captive Verſe obcy'd, 
With thouſand worle, to which it did ſubmit 3 
Till you the Enemies weakneſs open laid, 
And to its ancient Grandure ranſom'd it. 


VII. 


'Twas you, great Sir, who like the Redcrol; Knight, 
To fave the Damſcl Pocly, aroſe 
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Like him did with th* Enchanted Dragon tight, 
And made her Reign a Queen, amidit her Foes, 


VIII, 


Wit from your Pen, was quite another thing, 
Thaf\ what the Ignorant imagin'd it 3 
And in your manner skiltully to Sing, 
More than to make rich Rimes, and Noiſes hit. 


I'X, 


Twas Manly, Grave, and full of ſprit*ely Fire, 
The ſame that it was {ixtcen Centuries paſt 
Able the very Reader to inſpire, 

And whoſe txt Monument ſhall ever laſt, 


X. 


But ſacred Pocſy lay all this while 
Scorn'd, or Neglected, as it was before 3 
As if it were no Sacriledg to ſpoil, 
But what from God was once Robb'd, to reſtorc. 


XI. 
Any thivg for the Temple would ſuffice, 
No matter how ill dreli the Service were 


To th? Inſtitution it did nearer riſc, 
More like th unpoliſht Altar, and Goats Hair. 


X I1, 


Waiting your help it lay, who to redeem 
The Credit, which it long unjulily loſt 3 
Have rais'd it to a more enlarg'd eſteem, 
Lov'd of the belt, and Courtcd by the moſt. XIIL ; 
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From you the Jewiſh Pfalmiſt has receiv'd 


The lateſt Glory, which he could expect 
And all, who at his barbarous Sufferings griev'd, 
With Pleaſure on them thus cxpir'd reflec}. 


XIV. 


You were that Worthy, for whom all did look, 
To' attempt, and execute this bold Deſign 3 
Nor was there other Way, than what you took, 
By Humane Poecſy, to reſtore Divine, 


XV, 


For as ith Revolutions of Great States, 
Civility Religion did produce 3 | 
The Muſes Kingdoms too have born like Fates, | 
By you firſt made Civil, then Religious. 


L' Envoy. 


$ Full often, Song, I've griev'd, thou ſtaydſt at Home, 
Nor kiſs'dft thoſe Hands for which thou wert delign'd 3 

J Sure hadſt Thouever to His Preſence come, 

2 The known He 'had lov'd, who to th* unknown was 

| q 1668, ( kind 
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To Mr. Waac Walton, Publiſhing the Life 
| of Mr. George Herberr. | 


ODE. 


I. 


Heavns youngeſt Son, its Benjamin, 
Divinitics next Brother, Sacred Poely, 
No longer ſhall a Virgin reck'ned be, 
( What c're with others *tis, how & re call'd ſo by me } 
A Female Muſe, as were the Nine, 
But full of Vigor Maſculine, 
An Eſſence Male, with Angels in ſhar'd Glories joyn 
With Angels tirſt the Heavnly Child: was bred, 
And, whule a Child, inſtructed them to Sing 
The Praiſes ot th' Immortal King, 
Who Lucifer in Triumph led; 
For as in Chains the Monſter ſank to Hell, 
And tumbling Headlong down the Precipice fell, 
By Him wcll rhew'd and tutor'd well, 
* How art Thou fallen, Morning Star, they ſaid! 
Too fondly then we *have tanci'd him a Maid, 
We the vain Brethren of the Riming Trade, 
A Female Angel leſs would Rafaels Skill upbxaid. 


II 


Thus *twas in Heav'n, this Pocſics Sex and Age, 

And when Hethence to our lower World came down, 
He choſe a torm moſt like his own, 

And Feſſcs youngeſt Son inſpird with holy Rage 3 

The ſprightly Shephard felt unuſual Firc, 


And 
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And up he took his Tuneful Lyre; 
fe took it up and ftrook *it,and *his own (oft touches did 
Thou Po'eſy on Him didft beſtow, ( admire, 
An Honour ſhew'd before tonones 
and to prepare his Way to th' Hebrew Throne, 
Gave'ſt him Thy Empire, and Dominion: 
The happy Land of Verſe, where flow 
Rivers of Milk, and Groves of Laurel grow ; 
Wherewith Thou did(t adorn his Brow, 
And madl(t his firſt moſt flouriſhing, & Triumphal Crown. 
Aﬀiſt me Thy great Prophets Praiſe to Sing 3 
David the Pocts, and blelt Ifraels King, 
And with the dancing Eccho let the Mountains ring! 
Then on the Wings of ſome auſpicious Wind, 
J Lect His great Name from Earth be rais'd on High, 
J And in the Starry Volume of the Skie, 
A laſting Record tind 3 
Be with His mighty Pſaltery joyn'd, 
Which taken up long ſince into the Air, 
And call'd the Harp, makes a bright Conſtellation there ! 
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3 Worthy it was to be Tranſlated hence, 

J And there in view of all Exalted hang, 

I To which ſo oft the Princcly Prophet ſang, 

4 And ſacred Ora'cles did diſpence 

| Tho had it ſtill remain'd below, 

2 More Wondersof it, we e're now had (cen, 

$ How great the mighty Herberts Skill had been: 

Herbert, who could ſo much without it do, 

Herbert who pertc&ly its Chords did know, 

More pertc&ly than any Child of Vcrſe does now, 
Ah! had we known him half fo well! 

But then, my Friend, there had bcen lctt for you, 


Nothing ſo fair, and worthy Praiſe to undergo, 
KK 4 | Who 
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Who {o exactly all his Story tell, 
' That, tho we envy not his Bays, 
Nor all the Piramids Verſe can raiſe, 
Your Hand, and Pen we do, that eternize his Praiſe, 
Herhert, and Donn again are joyn'd, 
Here bclow, as they *are above 
The Friends are in their old Embraces twin'd : 
And ſince by you that Enterview *sdeſign'd, 
Too weak to part them Death does prove, 
But in one Book they greet again, as in one Heav'n they 
( love. 


L' Envoy. 


To Wotton too, my Song, 
A kind remembrance Thou doſt owe, 
With my Friends Name, who made Thee know 
This great Triumvirate of Verſe; but long 
| Foo long, I fear, Thou then wouldit be, 
If not o're-born, with th' mighty ſubjes Dignity. 


To 
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To the ſame Mr. 1\. Wa. upon the Publication 
of the Reverend Ar. Richard 
Hooker's Life. 


ODE. 
I. 


Ha. Sacred Mother, Britiſh Church, all hail? 
From whoſe fruitful Loyns have ſprung, 
Of Pious Sons fo great a throng, 
That Heav*n to oppoſe their force of Strength does fail, 
And lets the mighty Vidtors,o're Almighty Arms prevail. 
How art Thou chang'd from what Thou wert of late, 
When deſtitute, and quite forlorn, 
And ſcarce a Child of thouſands with Thee left tomourn., 
Thy Vail all rent, and all Thy Garments torn, 
I With TearsThou didſt bewail Thine own.,and Childrens 
JI Too much (alas! ) Thou didſt reſemble then; (Fate? 
3 Sion Thy Type, Sion in Aſhes laid, 
| Deſpis'd, forſaken, and betray'd. 
T7 Sion Thou doſt reſemble once again, 
J And rais'd like her, the Glory of the World art made. 
Threnes to Thee only could that time belong, 
J But now Thou art the happy ſubject of my Song. 


II. 


I Begin, my Song, and where the doleful Mother fat, 

J (As it in Viſion was the Prophet ſhown ) 

Lamenting with the reſt her deareſt Son, 

Bleſt CHARLES, who his Fore-fathcrs has out-run, 


And 
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And to the Royal joyn'd the Martyrs brighter Crown ; 
Let a new City riſe, with beauteous State, 
And beautcous let its Temple be,and beautiful the Gate! 
See! how the ſacred Fabrique up does ric, 
The Architedts ſo Skiltul all, 
So Grave, ſo Humble, and fo Wile, 
The Axes, and the Hammers noiſe, 
Is drownd in Silence, or in Numbers Muſical. 
*Tis up, and at the Altar ſtand 
The Reverend Fathers, as of old, 
With Harps, and Incenſe in their Hand, 
Nor lIct the Pious Service grow, or Dumb, or Cold. 
TH Inferiour Pricſts, the while, 
To Praiſe continually employ'd, or Pray, 
Necd not the weary Hours beguile, 
Enough *s the ſingle duty of each Day 
Thou thy Selt,Woodford,on thy humbler Pipe mayſt play: 
And tho but lately admitted there, 
So gracious thoſe Thou Honour'ſt all appear, 
So ready, and attent to hear, 
An eaſic part, proportion'd to Thy Skill may'ſt bcar. 
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But where ( alas!) where wilt Thou fix Thy choice ? 
The Subjc&ts are fo noble all, 
$& preat thcir Glories, and Thy Art fo (inall, 


They 'II judg, I fear, themſelves diſparag'd by Thy voice. 


Yet try and fince Thou canſt not take 
A Name, fo diſpicably low, 
But *twill excced what Thou canſt do, 


Tho Thou thy' whole Mite away at once ſhouldſt throw, 


Thy Poverty a Vertue make, 
And that Thou way'ſt Immortal live, 
( Since Immortality Thou canſt not give ) 


From one, who has to ſparc be *ambitious to receive ! 
© 
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Of Reverend, and Judicious Hooker Sing ! 
Hooker does to the Church belong, 
The Church and Hooker claim Thy Song, 
and inexhaulted Riches to Thy Verſe will bring; 
& far beyond it {elf will make it grow, 
That Lite his Gift to Thee, thou thalt again on him be- 
' ( ttow. 
V. 


How great, bleſt Soul! muſt needs Thy Glory be, 
Thy Joys how perfe&t, and Thy Crown how fair, 
$ © Whomad'ſtthe Church thy chiefett care, 
This Church, who owes ſo much to Thee, 
J That all her Sons mult Sacrihce unto Thy Memory. 
Twas a bold Work the Captive to redeem, 
But bolder the Opprelt to raiſe, 
F ( Our Aged Mother ) to that due clicem, 
J She had and meritcd in her younger Days 3 
When Primitive Zeal, and Piety, 
Were her beſt Laws, and Policy, 
Anddecent Worſhip kcpt the mean, 
Its too wide-liretcht extreams between, 
The rudely ſcrupulous, and too wanton vain. 
3 This was the Workof Hookers Pen, 
J With Judgment, Candour, and ſuch Learning writ, 
Matter, and Words {o' exactly hit, 
That were it to be done agen, 
J Expected *twould be, as its Anſwer hithcrto has been, 


Retornata. 


To Chelſey, Song, and tcll thy Maſters Friend, 
The Church is Hocker's Debtor, Hooker his3 
And ſtrange *twould be, it he ſhould Glory mils, 


For whom two ſuch molt powertully contend. 
Pid 
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Bid him chear up, the Day *s his own, 
And hecan never Die, 
Who after Seventy *s paſt and gone, 
Canallth* aſſaults of Age dehe 
Is Maſter ſtill of ſo much Youthful heat, 
A Child fo perte, and (o ſpirit'ous to beget, 


The Metamorphoſis 
CLELTA [| changdinto|] 4 BATE, 


To the Memory of Mrs. A. W. who died in Child- 


bed, 14 January, 1663, 


D OWN ina Vale, between two ſhady Groves, 
Whoſe Trees in fighs bewail'd their diſtant Loves, 
And o're a Stream, which gently glid below 
Stretcht their long Arms, and leaty Heads did bow, 
As if each others Necks they would embrace, 

And murmuring chid the interrupting ſpace 
Sylvius the wretched Shepherd choſe to lay, 

Clelias remains, and his own Vows to pay. 

The Tomb nor Marble was, nor glitterant Braſs, 

No weighty Pile, but Bank of Turty Graſs, 

Which he himſelf calt up, and all around, 

With Winter Roſes firewd the ſacred Ground. 

Cloſe by a mournful Tablet hung, whoſe Verſe 

Was thus engrav'd | 


Kind Earth, where I ſecurely truſt 
My Dearcſt balt. in Peace to ſleep 3 


l 
$ 
© 
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Be ſure thou ſafely guard herDuſt, 
And undiſturb'd the till lov'd Aſhes keep : 
But look thou lightly on them fall, 


g And as in thine own Center have no weight at all! 


So ſhalt thou be with Roſes Crown'd, 
And all thoſe Flowers, whichnow I ftrow, 
Again, as in their Native Ground, 


J Only more fair, ſhall in thy Boſom grow 3 


Maintain'd by an Eternal Spring, (bring, 
Which with my conſtant Tears, I to theſe Banks will 


Witneſs ye Floods, which deeperrun, 
By them encreaſt than heretofore 
And as you purling roll along, 


7 Thoſe ancient bounds you ſeldom toucht, run o're 3 


At my requeſt yet higher ſwell, 


3 And what's their power,tho in your broken numbers,tell. 


With you my Tears, but here's my Fire, 
Prelerv'd alive in Clelias Urn 3 
Never to Languiſh, or Expire, 


I But inthe next Age to break forth and burn: 


When it to Verſe a Theam ſhall give, 
And by the Flames it ſhall inſpire, be known to live. 


Retir*d the Valley was from common View, 
By none frequented, known but to a few, 
Sylvio's beſt Friends, who thither us'd to go, 
Sometimes with him, and there joynt-Tears beſtow. 
Beliſa, and her Swain, who claim'd a ſhare, 
By Love, and Friendſhip in the Pious Care, 
Were all his Company, and who alone, 
Beſt knew, and judg'd his Sorrow by their own. 
Yet for their own, tho they ſome caſe could hind, 
In vain they ſought it for his troubled Mind, 

For 


R IMES. 


For (till more rclilefs that, and ſtubborn grew. 

And with the Day his Griefs did {till renew, * 

Cleliz was all his thought, and with her Name, 

He fo itirr'd up the yet encrealing Flame, 

That the thick Sighs, which trom his Brcit did 20, 

Were but as Wind the glowing Coals to blow ; 

And his exhaulted Tears too late did prove, 

That Love alone, not they, could quench his love, 
Ando he liv'd (it one a Lite may call 

What was indced but a long Funcral ) 

Till as one Morning to the Grove he went, 

And to conclude the Ceremony meant, 

The Grove he found by a new Tree encreaſt, 

Whoſe ſleeping Root ſcem'd laid in Cleliss Breſt, 

The fight amaz'd him, but when he drew near, 

And ſaw the Plant, how gay it did appear, 

His Clelia in the Plant the Shepherd ſpi d, 

Nor could the ſtrange diſguiſe her Beauties hide. 
*T was a fair Bay, but fo exactly thap'd, 

That it the perte& Form of Woman kept. 

Not as Philoſophers teign'd Man to be, 

In their wild Reſve*rys, an inverted Tree, 

But ſtanding on its Root, and wholeftrait bole, 

Shew'd how great once, and gentile was her Soul, 

For if Souls can by th* Bodies frame be ghelt, 

Ot great the greateſt ſhe? had, of good the bcſt, 

The beautics of her Boſom did appear, 

In ſwelling Knots that balmy pertumes bear, 

To Leaves her Hair was chang'd, to Boughs her Arms, 

Yet both rctain'd their ancient Force and Charms. 

A jollier Free than ever Daphne was, 

And much more worthy bright Apollos grace, 

For whatſoe re in Woman is admir'd, 

When in a Lovers chaſte embrace retir'd, 

Was found in her, who did nor coyly flee, 

Nor court that Love, t'other was proud of when a Tree. 

Lanrs 
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Lanra the Thuſean Pocts brighteſt Flame, 
Laura, whom Verſe has given a laſting Name, 
Which all but her own Vertues ſhall ſurvive, 
Laura to be her Emblem does in Nunibers live. 


Which as the mournful Sylvius view'd, he (aid, 


(Gathering ſome Leaves to bind about his Head, 


The Leaves to bind his Head bow'd gently down, 


And formathemſclves into a Laurel Crown ) 
* Daphne, Apollos, Clelia was my Love, 


*Tho both turn'd Trees, with Fatcs unequal ſtrove. 


* Unlike in Lite, alike in Change they were, 

* A Mother this, a Virgin that ſevere ; 

* O're whom till Plant, Phebus could not prevail, 
( Python He did with more Succeſs affail. ) 

® Yet as to her he did his Harp reſign, 

*Clelia with no leſs Paſſion ſhall have mine. 

* Grow ſacred Plant, the better Daphne be, 

* Tarmas and my Conſccrated Tree! 


L' Envoy. 


Poor Paſtoral, for ſimple Shepherd ht, 
Without or much of Art contriv'd, or Wit 3 
Do as Thou maylit, the Curious City flic 3 
Or it Thou thither chance to come, 
Conceal'd as the? Aſhes, which Thou herrieſt he, 


For whoſe dear ſake alone, Thou doſt thy Fortune try 3 
Tho, like thy Maſter, Thou might'ſt ſafer be at Home. 
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OD E; 
To Poſthumus. 
eMortem Vitari non poſſe. 


T! ME Poſthu"mus (cuds it with full Sail, 

Nor can thine honeſt Heart avail, 
A furrow'd Brow, Old Ape at hand, 
Or Death unconquer'd to withſtand 3 

One long Night 

Shall hide this Light, 

From all our fight, 

And equal Death, 
Shall few Days hence ſtop every Breath. 


Tho thou whole Hecatombs ſhouldſt bring, 
To” attone the? inexorable King, 
Who Geryon, and Tytius bold, 
In Chains of Stygian Waves does hold 3 
He 'Il not prize, 
But deſpiſe, 
Thy Sacrifice 3 
Death thou muſt feel, 
*Tis fo decreed by th fatal Wheel. 


The numerous Off-ſpring of the Earth, 
That feed on Her, who gave them Birth, 
Muſt have, each Birth its Funeral, 

The Womb, and Urn *s alike to alt 3 
Kings muſt Die, 

And as low lic, 
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As thou and I; 
And though they have 


Atchievements here, there *s none ith* Grave; 


In vain we bloody Battels fly, 
And fear to fail, when Seas are high; 
Fear Plagucs, or an Infectious Breath, 
When every Hour brings a new Death: - 
Time will Mow 
What e're we Sow 3 
Weal or Wo, 
Shall have an end 
And this, tho' unwilling, Fates muſt ſend, 


Coeytus Lake thou muſt waft o're, 
Thy tattred Boat ſhall touch that Shore ; 
Thou Siſyphws ere long muſt know, 
And into new Acquaintance grow : 
Shalt, with Life, 
Leave Houſe and Wife, 
Thy Loves and Strife 3 
And have no Tree, 
But the ſad Cypreſs follow Thee; 


Mean while thine Heir ſhall nobly quaff, 
What thou with hundred Locks kept fates 
Cecuban Wines, and waſh the Floor, 
With Juice would make an Emperor poor ; 

| Doubt it not, 

*Twill be thy lot, 

To be forgot, 

With all thy Deeds, 
Erc he puts on his Mourning Weeds. 


Tho the Publiſher has ſcveral Tranſlations of his own, 
of ſome of the Moral Odes, &c. of Horace ſo falſly 
LI 
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Printed, that it would be but Juſtice to himſelf to give 
them a light review 3 yet having ſince their firſt Publi- 
cation changed his Habit, he declines it wholly here; 
nor would have preſumed on the Reader for Reprintin 
this, but that it is to do a greater piece of Juſtice to his 
long ſince deceaſed Father, b,m. Mr. R. W. and from 
himſelf, under whoſe Name it now goes, in that falſe 
Copy, return it to the right Owner, 


>= = 


DE — 


To Beliſa. 


The Excellent Mrs. Mary Beal, »pon her own 
PiFure, done by ker Self, like Pallas, but 
without any jy As » except Head-piece and 
Corſelet. | 


g u CH would the Learned Palles chuſe to be, 
With all the Charms of Nature and of Art, 
Tho ſhe had neither Shield nor Dart: 
For if the mighty Pallas were like Thee, 
Without thoſe, ſhe to Conquer, need but come, and ſee, 
But here ( alas! ) che Goddeſs nothing can ecſpy, 
Except the Garb to own her Figure by ; 
The Warlike Dreſs, and that 's ſo Gay, 
Such Terror, and ſuch Soſtneſs does diſplay, 
That that as little as the Face ſhe ſeems to know 3 
Wiſhing that her own Greece had drawn hero: 
Says Fabulous Antiquity; 
Ne're gave her half that Grace or Majeſty : 
That ſhe was never half fo Fair, 
In her own Beauties, or what e*re they feign'd, 


With 
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© With ſuch clear Limbs, or with fo great a Mind, 
i As in your Draught, Beliſa, ſhe's detign'd ; 
And were ſhe to be Born again, 
Would from your Hand dcfite it rather than Fores Brain, 
1664, 


; 
Is 


n 
e 
To (lelia. 


On his own Piſure done in Wiater-Colonrs, by 
the Learned Poet and Limwer, My. Thomas 
Flatman, Fellow-Student with him, and Cham- 

, ber-Felluw at the Inner Temple. 


P ROOF apainſt Time, and Age, 
And Fortunes Battcries, and Wars out-rage 3 
Able to Triumph o're the? Afﬀright 
Of an Eternal Night, 
Of maigre Sickneſs, and the rotting Grave, 
When no Embalments elſe can fave, 
But in themſelves their own Conſumption have: 
When Tombs and Epitaphs ſhall dic, 
Andin an heapas undiſtinguiſhr lic 
| From thedry Bones, and Duſt, 
Committed to their trult, 
In hopes of Immottalicy, 
As if they were themſelves a Portion of the Ruſt 3 
This Shadow, Clelia, ſhall preſerve intire 
Thoſe Reliques incorrupted, 4nd unmixt 3 
| The very Air, and Fire, 
The active Youth your preſence did inſpire, 
And that bright Image of your Self it on me fixt, 
And tho one common Urn may pothbly contain, 
( Tho not diſpairing of return again ) 
LI 2 
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My Aſhes, and a thouſand more, 
Of ſuch as ſhall he, or have gone before, 
Here's that will almoſt give Eternity, 
And next his Verſe, who made the Draught ne're let me 
1661, (dic, 
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SOLITUDE. 


Rura laudanms merito, &C. 


Cl. Abr , Tas Country, as 'tis fit, we Pocts praiſe, 

Conlei. And there alone, like our gay Laurcls thrive 
Laurels, which in the Dult great Cities raiſe, 
And from thcir Sun conceal'd ſeem ſcarce to live. 


For Corn ith* Strand, or Cheap, will ſooner g row, 
And ſelf-rais'd Flowers throng'd Market-places Crown; 
Even Graſs will ſooner all its Lands forego, 

To become Burger in ſome Flint-pav'd Town : 


Than in the City midſt its confus'd cries, 
A future Harveſt of good Verſe cre {pring 3 
Verſe, that did ever hate the Cities Noile, 
And which tew Soils to its juſt growth can bring, 


Rather my Life ith* Country Tet me ſpend, 
Thither withdrawn Diocleſtan like in ſtate 3 
To th* Town my Envoy'e an Ode Þ'Il ſend, 
And that's enough to' obſerve, and to relate. 


[+ Hail! Bcauteous City of the Winged Quire, 
, Fair Trces, (ſweet Bowers, inviolable Woods 3 
The 
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The Muſes Kingdom, and where they retire, 
The Hampton Court of th* happy God S, 

Let me repos'd within your hallow'd Shade, 
The Dances of ſoft-tooted Zephyrs hear 3 
and tir'd with the Diſputes the Schools have made, 
fark how by Leaves and Winds they manag'd ate. 


View but the luſty Year, how 'it ſmiles and plays, 
When vigorous heat, through the groſs matter hurld, 
Provokes to love, and the {weld Womb docs raile, 
of the Adult and-Marriageable World, 


A Summer-Houſe here let me cver find, 
Where Nature the wiſe Archite& may be 3 
ind who 'would prefer, that is in his ri:-ht Mind, 
a \mooth dead Beam to a rough living Tree? 


On an Hills flowry Bed, as there I lie, 
[d liften how ſome Floods new marricd Streams, 
Laugh, and tell o're their Loves as they run by, 
littering in Light, 4nd flam'd with liquid Gems, 


He, tho alone, who wants Employment here, 
Vith Lite but labours, as an ill Diſcalc 3 
Prodigal of what moſt buy too dear. 
$is Hours puts out to none, or the' wortt increaſe, 


g Bleſt Solitude? facred Companon. 

f God, and even Mankind, till Num:.5crs tres, 

Rank ſpringipg up, 2nd thick from the? Truuk of One, 
TU asin Arms, increalt in Miſcry, 


"Tis Thou, who like a skiltul Chariottcer, , 
e 'Minds wild Paſſions dextrouſly dolt rcin's 
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Make'ſt them the Curb reccive, approach more near, 
And in a firaiter Tour their Courſe contine. 


*Tis Thou its languid Heats, and fluid Rays, 
When! by expanſion ready to cxſpire, 
Collect'it again, as with a Burning-Glaſs, 

And hatchelt to a new and brisker Fire. 


In vain, fond London, thy Eternal Spring, 
From whence a living Thames of People flows 3 
London, in vainThou doſt Thy Pageants bring, 
And to my envy Thy rais'd Towers expoſe. 


For take but all Thy Gaudy Fools away 
And Vices large extended Family 
A Village ſcarce of thoſe, who after ſtay, 
Almoſt a Solitude Thou too would(t be. _ 
1668, 


The Voyage. 
ODE. 
I. 


As one, that's from a tedious Voyage come, 

And ſafe, through thouſand Storms arriv'd at Home, 
Reſolves to put to Sea no more, 
Or boldly tempt the flattering Main, 
How ſmooth fo e're it lie, or plain, 

Put having drawn his broken Hull aſhore, 

To ſome kind Saint hangs up his Conſecrated Oar : 
I, who as foul a Sca had palt, kn 
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The Ocean of rough Poeſy, 
Where there ſo many Shipwrackt be, 
Or on the Rocks, or on the Quick-ſand caſt 3 
Recounting what my ſelf had ſeen, 
And in how many Deaths I had been, 
where ſcarce an empty wiſh or hope could come between 
With a!lmoft as confirm'd a Vow, 
Reſolv'd no leſs to Conſecrate 
Some votive Table, which might ſhow 
The Labours I did undergo 3 
And at a far more calle rate, 
Than I them bore a'-late, 
Give others the delight to view on Land my dangerous 
an ( Fate. 


Already was the Sacred Plank deſign'd, 
And in it how I firſt aſſay'd the Deep 3 
When thinking only near the Shores to keep, 
There roſe a ſudden, and tempeſtuous Wind, 
Which made me leave the unſaluted Land behind. 
The Sea before was calm, and {iill, 
And gentle Airs did with my Streamers play 
Scarce firong enough my half (iruck Sail to h1l, 
And through the yielding Chryltal force my way. 
Cloſe by did many a Veſſel Ride, 
Whoſe Pilots all, with ays were Crown'd, 
And to the murmurs of the Tide, 
Voices and Mirth were heard around 3 
My ſelf made there Anacreon*s Harp rcſound, 
Which, ſprightly ſeem'd, and wondrous brave, 
And its old killing Notes to have, (which I gave. 
But from the Waters n:ore, than thoſe rough touches, 
*Twould till of nothing ſound but Love, 
Tho I the various {tops did often prove 3 
Wherefore new Loves I did begin, 
Ll 4 And 
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And intcrmixt as parts my own, 
Which took freſh yigour from the String, A 
And o're the Dancing Floods were quickly blown. 
The Carthaginian Qucen, I ſang, and fiolen Joys, 1 
And of his Flames, who 'ſcapt at Troys : 
And as the Thracian _— by his Skill, 
To Ranſom his Exridice is ſed, 
And from the Shades bring back the Dead; 
My Song, as great a Miracle did tell, 
And thither chain'd in Verſe, alive Proſerpina did lead. 


— 
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Such was my Song, but when the Storm aroſe, 
Voices, and Mirth were heard no more ; 
But every Man fell ftoutly to his Oar, 
And to the Floods all did their Strength oppoſc, 
Hoping to reach ſome Harbour, but in vain, 
They were with greater fury hurri'd back into the Main. 
No lays reſounded, which might pleaſe, 
But dying Shricks of ſuch as Shipwrackt were ; 
And thoſt proud Galleys, which before, at caſe, 
Plough'd up the Deep, no longer did appear 3 
But to the Waves become a Prey, 
Some downright ſank, ſome broken lay, 
And by the Billows were in Triumph born away, 
My Kcell ſo many Leaks did ſpring, 
That all the Hold, with Water was flow'd ore; 
And a Sca no lcfs dangerous rag'd within, 
Than that which ſtrove abroad the Tempeſt to outroar, 
So Over-board my Lading firaight I cali, 
With ſome taint hopes my Barque to fave 
Put on the Wind away they quickly paſt, 
And my beſt Safcty was no hopes to have. 
Yet by me ſtill the preat Feſſean Lyre 1 kept, 
Which down from my Bed did take, 


( Where 
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( Where it neglefted too too long had ſlept ) 

And all its numerous Chords I did awake 
Thinking, finee I the Waves muſt try, 

Them and the Sea-gods with a Sony to pacitie, 


I'V. 


I plaid, and boldly then plung'd down, 
Holding my Harp ſtill in my Hand, 
My dear Companion in thoſe Paths unknown, 
But hopeleſs with it c're to reach the Land 3 
When lo! the Sage Earns (in my Song 
lirma rightlier ſtiled) with Nymphs and Tritons waited 
As ſhe by chance there paſt along, ( on, 
Drove up her Chariot to my ſide 
And in requital for my humble Song, 
Invited me with her to Ride, 
And fearleſs of the Way, with them my Courſe toguide. 
So down ſhe reacht her Pearly Hand, 
And from the Floods me gently rais'd 3 
Whilſt all the Crowd upon me gaz'd, 
And waited,ere they further went, ſome new Command, 
Which ſtraight She gave, and at Her Word the Wind, 
Backward did ſcour, before us ſmooth and plain 
The Ocean lay, Storms only rag'd behind 
And to my Harp I turn'd again, 
No longer was I of the Deep atraid, 
But bolder grown, ſome Anthems plaid, 
And on them put my Chains,who theirs upon the Waves 
Till having many a Country paſt, ( had laid. 
And Coaſting the whole Earth around, 
( The North-welt paſſage Navigable found ) 
T on my Native Shore was caſt, 
And fafcly toucht the Britiſh Ile at laſt. 


V. 


This Table as in Colours 'twas expreſt, 
And with Beliſas curious Pencil wrought, 


 _ With Ivy Garlandsand Sea-holm I dreſi, 


* And tomy Muſes facred Temple brought, 
Hoping it wonld accepted be, 
And ſurely gain my Liberty, 
From future Service, and declare me free, 
But as I waiting in the Court did ſtand, 
Into a ſudden Extaſie I fell; 
And led by an Immortal Hand, 
Which entrance for me did Command, 
Approachithe Fanes moſt private Cell, 
By none ere ſeen before, where awful Dread, and Reve- 
"Twas not like thoſe ſtrait Oratories here, (rence dwell. 
- Which we by that Name call, 
But a Magnificent, and Stupendous Hall, 
The Roof with Paintings garniſhe all, 
And where in Niches, on the Wall, 
There did the lively Forms appear, 
Of ſuch who for their Verſe the Laurel Sert did wear, 
Greece and old Rome poſleſt the chiefeſt place, 
And all the upper Square on th' Eaſt their Quarter was, 
The ſides were into ſeveral Coaſts delign'd, 
And by their Country you each Name might find. 
The Thuſcan, French, and Spaniſh Band, 
And others more, as they did with their Titles ſtand. 
Britain as fair a ſpace as any had, 
( The whole Weltern Square ) and thothe loweſt laid, 
Had noleſs Honours to her,than to Rome and Athens paid. 


VI. Thither 
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Thither 1 turn'd mine Eye, and in the Thrang 
Of Crowned Heads, tranſlated there, 
Whoſe very Names to count would be too long, 
From Chaxcer downwards, ( tho ſome Ancienter there were \ 
The fair Orinda did appear, 
And tho come thither laſt of all, 
Made the moſt Beauteous Figure on the ſacred Wall. 
Aſide her ſeveral Niches were prepar'd 
For thoſe, who after her ſhould come 3 
( The mighty Cowley ſince has there obtain'd a Room, 
And Davenant as with her they in theMuſes ſervice ſhar'd) 
With other Names, which there I ſaw Enroll'd, 
And in bright Characters enchaſt 
But who they were muſt not be told, 
Till they the fatal Stream have paſt, 
And after Death havp here their Breathing Statues plac'd. 
My Muſe alone thote Worthys did out-ſhine, 
As ſhe approacht me there in ſhape Divine, 
Her Golden Hair was all unbound 
With careleſs Art, and wantonly did play, 
Mov'd by her Strings harmonious ſound, 
As on her Shoulders the looſe Treſles lay. 
A wondrous Mantle on her Back was thrown, 
And her gay Myſtic Veſt below, 
In Royal State traild all adown 
An Harp was in her Hand, and on her Head a Crown. 


VIL 


Amaz'd I at her Feet did fall, 
And Proftrate lay, till up ſhe bid me ſtand, 
Saying, © For this I Thee did never call, 
© But boldly toreccive my great Command. 
* Ariſe, for (Lo!) a bctter Fate * Does 
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« Does on Thy tuneful Numbers wait, 
« Than what Thou in the Decp ha&tri'd of late ; 
« Not but that all thy Labours there, 
«To Thineown Wiſh ſhall amply be repaid, 
( © How ever for a while delay'd ) 
« For I, by whom enroll'd they are, 
« Second to none but Heav'n in that great care, 
« Which of Thy Verſe and TheeT ever had, 
« Will look fo large allowance for them ſhall be made, 
« And all the time Thou haſt, or ſhalt have ſtaid, 
« That the whole Damage, which Thou did(t ſuſtain, 
« Shall not compare with Thy Immortal Gain. 


VIIL 


« Witneſs Thy Table which I here accept, 
* Worthy for the* Hand delign'd it to be kept, 
« Within my Archives a fair Room to have, | 
« And Thy mean Name from dark Oblivion ſave ; 
«Till to another Temple, that's above, 
« Thy Souls true Image hereafter ſhall remove. 

* Where ſeveral, whom Thou here doſt know, 
* Ambitious at their very Names to bow, 

* Leaving their wanton Strains behind, 

And from all baſe alloy retin'd, 
« More to reſemble the Eternal Mind, 

« With ſeveral, who were never here, 

( © So Godlike all their Numbers were ) 
* As Heman, Ethan, Moiſes, and the Quire, 
* Of Jewiſh Palmilts, whom Heaven did inſpire, . 
* And Feſſes Son, whoſe Harp thou late did(t bear, 
In Glory with the firſt Great Maker live, | 
* And for your Mortal Bays, a Starry Diadem receive. 


IX, But, 
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«But firſt, my Son, Thou *again to Sea muſt go, 
* And many Towns, and Men, and Countries ſee, 
*In the new World of Heav'nly Pocly, 
« Part of which long ſince was dcfign'd to be 
* The happy Fruits of thy Diſcovery ; 
«< Where noneof all Thy Nation has been yet, 
* The Way fo dangerous, and the Task fo great ; 
* Nor doubt, but it ſhall recompenſe thy colt, 
* And, were it more, that Age they cry thou haſt loſt, 
* When Thou did(t Tibers City fly, 
* The duſty ruines of Antiquity, 
* And for my Service thy old Love to *her Stones deny : 
1 © And later, ſince didſt Laws, and the? Bar forſake, 
* And for the long Robeth' Ivy Garland take, 
1 As that which would Thy Name Immortal make, 
* Much, I confeſs, much that alone can do, 
* Very much TI, 
© But more my Elder Siſter, Sage Theology, 
* Whom thou e're long ſhalt know, 
* And from my Service to attend her go : 
* Her to attend, but not renounce me utterly. 
* For I have Honours to bettow, 
« And endleſs Treaſures, tho I rarely ſhow 
* The happy Country where they grow. 
* And tho ſome Wretch the Plague endure, 
* Of Ridiculous Poverty, 
* The fault's his own, and not in me: 
© Not that he is my Votary, 
* But under that diſguſe to her an Enemy. 
* Not I, but they who count and make me fo, are poor. 


X, © Try 


174 RIMES. 


X. 


« Try me this once, and once more tempt the Main! 
* Thou ſhalt not unattended go, 
* For when thou next putſt forth to Sea again, 
« P'Il be Thy Pilot, and the Paſſage ſhow. 
* Nay, wonder not, for *tis no more 
« Than what I ſeveral times have done before, 
* When Taſſo I through unknown Straits did guide, 
« And made my Bartas o're the Surges ride, 
* And Collins facred Mxlla deif'd. 
« Thoſe Admi'rals of my Seas, which did extend 
« Their Countrys Bounds, and Savage Nations made at- 
*?T'was I Conducted them thoſe Lands to find, (tend 
« Where cach did plant his Nations Colonies 3 | 
« All ſpreading leſs their Sails than ViQories, 
« And there are yet more Lands for thee behind, 
« Or to Diſcover, or Improve by a nobler kind, 
«Let's go, my Son, and-all the way rehearſe 
« The Birth of things, as they from Nothing roſe, 
« By that Almighty Word, which ſhall inſpire thy Verſe, 
* And help Thee all its Wonders to diſcloſe, 
* No Storm upon Thy Maſt ſhall teſt, 
« Nor any Blaſts, but Vernal, blow 3 
« The Sea it ſelf to my great Service preſt, 
<« In plains of Liquid Diamond ſhall lie below, 
« And its obedience to my Rule in dancing Billows ſhow. 
« And when thou Home return'd ſhalt be | 
« And of thy Native Earth once more take hold, 
« My (elf thy Barque will Conſecrated ſee, 
* And for this New World thus found out by Thee, 
« Make it an Heav*nly Sign, next that which ſav'd the 
<* Or if this pleaſes not ( Old. 
* To0 long laid by, too long forgot, 
*And 


RIMES, 175 


** And that thy Habit chang*d, thou changeſt thy deſign 
« Thy own be the free choice, the Conduct ſhall be mine. 


Made firft 1666, and ſome 


time after review'd, 


Comuato. 


Song, that thou ſhouldſt of all be underſtood, 
T little hope, and leſs deſign 3 

Tho few there be who wiſh thy Maſters good, 

And know him, but they ſomething will divine : 
That Verſe {o carly he began, 

Scarce will the Poet dic before the Man. 
A::d that the boaſts he makes of Bays, 

( The moſt chat almoſt any of the Trade &'re got, 
And happy he if this be his Lot ) 

Is the thin Diet of an Airy Praiſe, 

On which he, like his Brethren, lives his Verſe to raiſc. 


1677. 
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